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Prologue 


Jennie... her pale cheeks stain with the rich color as my hands 
worship her Aphrodisiac body that perfectly fits into mine. 


Jennie.... I can paint her every hour of every day. 


Paint her in any form I pleased. 


Paint her into every color to have ever existed. 


But Jennie is my favorite. 


It is her. 


Jennie.... her name slips out in between my groans as if as fragile 
as a petal. 


Contrasting to the sheer delicacy of her name is her gracefully 


audacious and dignified character. 


Jennie.. the dense ravenwood growing out of the deep roots of 
her head kisses her hourglass waist. 


Her intrigued browns watch our erotic reflection in the clear 
floor-to-ceiling window. 


Her sculpted jaw moving alongside her velvety moans, her 
swollen lips like a bed of red roses... every part of her is surreal, 
worth beholding. 


Jennie.... A strong, intelligent, and independent woman with a 
dash of a sinful angel. 


And above all... a dreamlike muse. 


My muse. 


My winter. 


My moon. 


And I'm her Lisa. 


Her sun. 


Her summer. 


Her anew. 


KAK 
Prepare Your Heart 
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Chapter 1 


LISA 


"TIl be home late," I say, closing the lid of their lunchboxes. 


Today, I've packed them ham and veggie sandwiches alongside 
some popcorn with cranberries and orange segments. 


Thanks to the food blog that helps me with the lunchbox ideas for 
kids. Because deciding a menu every day for them is as hard as 
getting into a med school. I'd have to pluck out my hair from the 
roots before I'd found that godly blog. 


Leo scoffs in his chair. "We know you got a date tonight." He hogs 
on his chocolate cereal without producing any chewing noise. 


"Don't even have a girlfriend, to begin with." 


Never had time to do girl actual And that's not because I'm 
allergic to the "all strings attached" concept. Just don't have the 
fucking time. 


"You get one when you go on a date," he smirks, digging a spoon 
in his Marvel Avengers bowl. 


My hand lightly comes in contact with the back of his head. 
"Looks like you want one." 


"Please." He rolls his eyes. "I'd rather have a brand new book on 
space." Yeah, he's a goddamn geek. A space geek. 


Lily giggles next to him at the kitchen table. "Are you going on a 
date with Diana?" she asks me. 


"No, Lily-pie." My response has her pouting cutely. "Diana's just a 
good friend of mine, you know." 


"You have sex with her all the time and yet she's not your 
girlfriend. Why?" The smirk hasn't yet been wiped off that little 
bastard's face. 


Lily continues to bow her head, focusing on finishing her cereal. 


"Don't you think you're young enough to talk about sex?" My 
brows shoot up in annoyance. "And with whomever, I do that 
shouldn't be your concern. A relationship requires consistent 
efforts." 


I finish my black coffee, putting away the breakfast plate and cup 
in the small sink. 


"I'm your brother-that's where my concern lies," Leo said. 


Leaning back against the kitchen counter, I fold my arms. "You 
got a big mouth for that age of yours." 


"Plus a bigger brain than yours," he retorts shamelessly. 


Our sister laughs. "Diana is lovely. I'll be very happy if she's your 
girlfriend," she opines and smiles at me. 


"Well," I begin, pulling up the sleeve of my checkered shirt to 
glance at my old wristwatch. "As of now, you two better hurry up. 
We're leaving in five." 


They nod obediently. 


The best thing about my siblings: they know how to act 
depending upon the situation. 


I shove some cash in a large cookie jar and tap its lid twice. "I'll 
order dinner. But in case you need anything else, you know where 
to search for." 


I usually avoid leaving them home alone. Only did a couple of 
times so far. 


"Please order Chinese? I'm craving it," Lily requests with joined 
hands. 


My sweet baby sister shares plentiful of similarities with Mom. 
Brunette, hazel-eyed and pretty. 


Speaking of my brother and me... we have a bunch of similarities 
with Dad. Blonde-haired and blue-eyed. Though Leo's are rather 
more bluish-green, plus he has inherited those geek genes from 
Dad. 


I'm, of course, the exception. 


The black sheep of the herd. 


"Anything for you, Lily-pie." My wink lights up her face like the 
4th of July. 


Collecting their lunchboxes from the kitchen island, I pad over to 
the table of six and add them into their school bags. 


After they finish their breakfast, I drive them to school on my 
way to work. It's a local flower shop that Mom used to run after 
she'd resigned from her nursing job in of the finest hospitals to 
pursue her passion. Now, I'm looking after her small business to 
continue her legacy. Also, because I love her so much and couldn't 
trade her passion. 


The flower shop opens at nine in the morning and closes at five in 
the afternoon. The space isn't too small nor too big-exactly how 
Mom had visualized her dream shop. The interiors are simple, 
feminine, and pastel, matching nicely with the kind of flowers being 
sold. Never was a fan of flowers until I started assisting her during 
weekends I started appreciating the beautiful creation of nature and 
felt immense joy in what we did together. 


I may physically resemble Dad, though I'm so much like Mom in 
the emotional department. We're both addictively passionate, 
hopeless romantics, and unhealthily dedicated. 


Lily takes after us. 


Whereas Leo is stubborn, boring, and an introvert like Dad. 


However, together, we're an excellent blend of different colors 
painted into a fabulous portrait. 


After closing my shop at five, I head over to the local café cum 
restaurant across the street where I work as a waiter and get paid 
well. The restaurant's owner has been a good friend of my father for 
decades an honest and kind man. His bossy daughter Diana, the 
head chef, manages the business alongside; and we've been having a 
lot of fun working together. 


"You shouldn't waste your time here." Mateo's caring voice quietly 
approaches me as I'm turning around the door signboard. 


We're closing the place an hour earlier today. Besides, I usually 
work here only for two hours. 


"I'm making money, so it doesn't imply wasting time," I speak 
over my shoulder and tread back to the coffee/takeaway counter. 


Diana stands next to her behind the glossy counter. "Daddy's 
trying to say you should use this time to do what you love," she 
clarifies. 


Of course, I understood what he meant. Just didn't want to open 
my very own Pandora's box. 


"Let your talent make money, Lis." Mateo affectionately pats my 
head. "Remember youth comes only once but regret lasts till we're 
buried six feet under," he quotes. 


My stomach tightens and a large lump is forced down my dry 
throat. "I don't have that talent anymore. It was over for me years 
ago," I reply, demotivation taking over me like a potent drug. 


"Nothing is over and one can always start over until their last 
breath stops them," Diana tells, her unshaken optimism grating 
against my eardrums like floor tiles. 


"You're reading too many philosophical novels." My curt tone 
dismisses the unpalatable conversation right there before it could've 
expanded its branches. 


Diana opens her mouth but her unreleased retort is ousted as I go 
straight to the locker room located at the back of the restaurant. 


AE EAS 


Chapter 2 


LISA 


"How do I look?" Diana yells over the blasting pop music played 
by the DJ. The nightclub is a part of the chain stretching 
throughout the state one of the high-rated and deluxe clubs where 
you'll only come across the riches of riches. 


We couldn't have been able to afford a membership or an entry 
pass even if the blond, bulky and handsome son of the club's owner 
wasn't head over heels for Diana. 


"Ravishing!" I shout and down another glass of vodka.. 


"I'm the hottest pussy here," Diana screams and laughs drunkenly 
when she almost falls off the barstool. 


"Nobody here knows that better than me," Bambam grins, making 
an appearance out of nowhere in his usual three-piece suit. 


Well, he's unaware of the fact that Diana and I have a lot of 
casual sex. Bet my ass, he'd kick me out of his club if he ever learns 
about that. 


However, it's not the free club membership that I care about 
anyway. 


It's Diana. Her blind trust on me not to leak out our secret to him. 


"Move on, dumbass," Diana replies, shooing him off. Not that she 
considers him a nuisance. 


The three of us have become good friends over the last few 
months -she just doesn't see him as one of her romantic interests. 


Bambam refuses to move from her sight. "How can I when you're 
looking this fucking hot?" he smirks, brushing his long fingers 
across her cheek. 


"I'm gonna go dance!" Diana tightens her high ponytail of sleek 
straight brown strands before getting off the barstool. 


The short champagne dress barely covers her ass as she 
disappears into the large pool of drunk dancers. 


Bambam downs a shot of vodka. "I'm gonna join my girl on the 
dancefloor so you go fuck out your loneliness," he grins wider. 


"Good luck, dude" Patting him on the back, I chuckle and watch 
him disappear into the same pool. 


I'm never here to dance unless Diana drags me with her under the 
fluorescent lights. She's an outstanding dancer without a 
professional degree. Her dream rather is to expand her Dad's 
business and she's been kicking her ass to achieve it ever since she 
returned home after graduation. 


Mateo, Bambam, and I are proud of her because of whom the 
restaurant has started regaining its popularity. 


A young woman in a tight little silver dress occupies the 
neighboring barstool. 


She orders a glass of neat whiskey and downs it in one go. She 
shakes her head, grimacing at the glass. 


Something about her tells me that she either has serious shit 
going on in her life or got dumped in one of the worst ways. 


This time she orders whiskey on the rocks, unaware of my 
presence and intrigued stare on her. Her makeup is light and sexy, 
her plump lips crimson and her shiny black hair reaches her half 
bare back. 


Damn, she's smoldering hot. 


She pulls out an iPhone from her silver clutch, probably reading a 
new message. After typing something, she puts it back in her clutch 
lying next to her glass on the glossy countertop. Her cappuccino 
eyes seem sad and lonely, and she doesn't seem to belong here. 


"Are you okay?" I ask casually. 


Her head turns to me as if she didn't hear me right. 


"Are you okay?" I shout over the booming music playing around 
us. 


"Worst pick-up line ever heard," she shouts back and gives me a 
thumbs down. 


"Wasn't a pick-up line," I correct her misunderstanding. 


Her lips go slightly round before she hums-like she's having a 
hard time processing my genuine concern for her. Not her fault 
since I'm just another stranger next to whom she has happened to 
sit. 


"I'm fine," she replies stoically. Her pale throat entices my mouth 
to paint red hot kisses on her skin. 


"You aren't," I state, turning my barstool sideways. "But I won't 
ask why." 


"Are you a shrink by any chance?" her defined brows raise in 
curiosity. 


"No," My tongue clicks. "Why?" 


"You seem very perceptive." 


My heart skips a beat. 


"TIl take that compliment," I smile and stretch out a hand. "I'm 
Lisa." 


"Jennie." She shakes hands with me, though refuses to smile. Her 
soft palm is as cold as ice when her name is a thick blanket of 
warmth. 


"Jennie" It tastes like caramelized cranberries on my tongue. "I 
like your name." 


"Yours too, Lisa. Can I buy you a drink?" 


"Shouldn't I be buying you a drink-damn, that's sexist, isn't it?" 


"Definitely." 


We chuckle together. 


"Can I?" she repeats, biting her bottom lip. 


My lips curve up. "Neat, please." 


Jennie asks for a refill and gets me a glass of neat whiskey that 
she hated a while ago. 


The bartender in a black pantsuit places a glass before me on the 
counter. I raise my glass and she clinks hers against mine. 


The authentic bitterness of the brown liquid bursts on my taste 
buds, slowly burning down my throat. "You're the first woman to 
buy me a drink." 


She tips the bartender and sits facing me. "Hmm, there's a first for 
everything. You're probably the woman who buys their drinks for 
every pretty woman." 


"I don't, actually. Unless for my friends." And certainly not at such 
out of my pocket places. 


"Oh..." her lips form a small O. 


My throat slowly burns from another sip. "No offense, you're 
awful at being perceptive." 


"Ouch," she chuckles. The melodic sound draws me toward her 
too. 


"Can you at least tell me something?" My fingers drum the glossy 
counter. 


"What?" 


"Did some asshole dump you or someone's coming here late?" 


She blows out the heaviness accumulated in her chest. "Neither." 


"Okay..." Shit, I want to kiss her. 


She's insanely attractive-straight out of a Vogue cover-but that's 
not why I want to kiss her. I want to kiss her to make her feel so 
good-she forgets whatever's bothering her, at least for tonight. 


Not that I want to kiss away every stranger's pain, whomever I sit 
next to. Aftermath that incident, I'd stopped caring about people 
except for my very few loved ones. 


"It was nice meeting you, Lisa. I should get going now," Jennie 
says and finally smiles at me, even though that's a little smile. I 
doubt anybody else could've noticed it. 


"You too, Jennie. I hope to see you somewhere again." 


KA 


Chapter 3 


JENNIE 


"You too, Jennie. I hope to see you somewhere again." Lisa smiles 
at me one last time and big swarm butterflies start flapping their 
colorful wings in my belly. Something I haven't felt in a long time, 
especially this strong. 


She's an incredibly handsome woman with bob blond hair, her 
sexy obtuse jawline, and expressive blue eyes. The first person in 
ages to ask me if I'm okay. I didn't hear her at first, because of the 
loud music, so I naturally assumed that she'd passed a cheesy pick- 
up line. But after she repeated her sincere question, warm 
goosebumps disperse everywhere on my cold body. 


People around me never cared for me unless it benefitted them, 
so getting that from a stranger I'd happened to sit next to in a 
nightclub was... overwhelming. Lisa didn't seem like an asshole who 
was nice to me only for the sake of fucking me-although she'd said 
I'm awful at being perceptive, I don't think I'm misunderstanding 
her kindness. 


Nothing about her screams pervert, a red flag. 


Everything about her, in fact, draws me towards her. Her 
priceless compassion as well as her dimpled smile. 


"Go home safe." Lisa brushes her warm knuckles down my cold 
cheek. 


Realization of me still standing right in front of her thunders into 
my senses. Shit, how embarrassing for a woman like me. 


It takes every ounce of my strength to turn around and walk 
away from her when all I'm craving is to kiss her, so hard. I might 
be drunk but her kindness is sexy, such a turn on. My libido's never 
been pumped up for a woman's kindness. 


But like I told her a while ago, there's a first for everything. 


My feet stop somewhere in the pool of drunk, sweaty dancers. 


Now or never. 


Suddenly, I turn around, heading back to the bar counter and 


hoping she hasn't left yet. 


A drunk guy almost spills his drink on my thousand-dollar dress 
but I don't have the time to argue with a fucking wasted person. 


"Jennie?" 


Lisa is still sitting at the bar, amusement sparkling in her sky 
blue eyes. 


Don't know whether she was waiting for me to come back or she's 
just chilling here on her own, or for whatever the hell she's here yet 
none of it seems to matter. 


My shaking fingers fist the front of her black button-down shirt 
before my desperate lips smash against her. 


"I was waiting for you to come back and do this," she smirks 
against my gasping mouth before she digs a hand in my long hair, 
resting it on my nape, and starts responding to the "we won't stop 
unless we're done and sated" kiss. 


Mm, she's damn good at kissing. I can taste the booze on her 
tongue lapping over mine. 


My hands slowly release her shirt and go around her prominent 
neck, pulling her closer. One hand squeezes my ass through the thin 
material of the dress and moves up to rest on the bare base of my 
back that shoots delicious shivers down my spine. With her other 
hand laying on my nape, she tilts my head to the left and kisses me 
deeper, harder, and giving rise to a surge of raw emotions within 
me. 


"Do you want me?" Lisa stares so deeply into my dull, boring 
brown eyes she probably can see my every sin, every flaw that 
hides inside the dark hole of my soul. 


"Yes," I say breathlessly-never been so aroused for a woman 
before. 


She gets off the barstool, towering over me despite the sky-high 
heels clasped around my feet. She must be a little over six feet 
because she certainly doesn't seem anything less than that. 


She gently laces our fingers, taking me upstairs to one of the VIP 
rooms I wonder whether she owns this club or has a premium 
membership. 


Because it's my first time here. 


The door shuts behind us, the boisterous music no longer grating 
my eardrums. I'm someone who prefers silence over noise. 


The orange-lighted room is small but enough for a pair. There's a 
plush purple couch, a fluorescent yellow table, a personal sound 
system and before I can spot out the other items in the room, Lisa 
has reclaimed my mouth. 


I moan in her mouth, my arms encircling her neck. Her soft hands 
rest over my hips as she pulls me flush against her, starting to grind 
her crotch against mine. 


Her rock-hard and I'm drenched. 


Perfect combination. 


Just what we need. 


We should directly move on to the main course because foreplay 
would be all but deadly torture at this heated moment. 


As my greedy fingers undo the fly of her snug jeans, she pulls 
away from the kiss. She takes me to the couch and sits down, 
pulling out a condom from her ripped jeans. I push my designer 
panties down to my ankles and step out of them before straddling 
her naked lap. 


She tears the foil with such ease, sheathing her long pulsating 
cock, then slides it into my glistening, hairless pussy until it's deep 
and nice. 


"Mmmm" she feels so good already. 


I place my hands over her powerful shoulders, starting to move 
my hips as I fuck her fast and rough, knowing exactly how to please 
a woman. She pulls out my sexy breast from my shimmery dress, 
sucking it in her experienced mouth as her touch sets my insides on 
wildfire. Her surprisingly soft hands grip my ass, squeezing it 
repeatedly. 


"Lisaaa..." I sough as my hand grabs a fistful of her bob hair. Her 
hips pound her cock deeper into my clenching channel, stretching 
my every muscle. I tug at her hair, arching my back, and cry out 
her name when the head of her cock slams against my wall. 


"Jennie... Fuck, you're damn sexy and good at taking a cock," Lisa 
whispers dirty in my ear that gives me sweet tingles in the thighs. 


I open my dazed eyes that I'd closed because of the pleasure 
consuming me from head to toe. Her hip movement is soon in sync 
with mine, her balls leaving a sweet sting on my ass with every 
slap. 


"You're damn good at fucking a pussy." My swollen lips brush 
against the shell of her ear and she groans, shivering bodily. 


She grips the side of my neck, bending it backward. Lisa's hot 
mouth lands on my throat, trailing along the length and leaving its 
sweet red marks. She then goes on to suck my breast, licking circles 
around my pebbled nipple. My core tightens as my nails are dug 
into her shoulders, and soon, we're covered in a thin sheen of sweat. 


She gives me those hard, delicious thrusts that I need to let go of 
the lip trembling and toe-curling buildup. She's following right after 


me with the exact amount of intensity, her head burying against my 
breasts as she grunts out my name just as I'd cried out her. 


Wow... this should be the best one-night stands of my life so far. 


The best of best. 


Lisa. 


I like her name. 


And I hope to see her somewhere again. 


Kk 
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Chapter 4 


LISA 


At one in the late night, I quietly let my drunken self inside my 
small apartment and go straight to my room. My ass drops on the 
foot of the bed as I undo my shoelaces, grinning at nobody 
particular in the dark space. 


After screwing the shit out of her on the couch, I'd fucked her 
from behind against the wall, then she'd left without a word and 
honestly, I'd appreciated that I wasn't in for something serious. 


It was just another one-night stand after all. 


Nothing more, nothing less. 


A severe hangover assaults my senses right after sleep departs. 
My head feels heavy, my gaze clouded with exhaustion, and my 
throat parched. A Shouldn't have drunk so much. 


Thank fucking God, it's weekend. 


My shop will be opening a little late today and there's no 
restaurant job for the evening. 


I make myself some lemon honey water and down it. The 
lukewarm liquid soothes the burn in my throat and the ache in my 
head. 


"Should I make today's lunch?" Lily pads into our tidy kitchen. 


"Wait, what time is it?" I ask, putting away the glass in the sink. 


"Twelve in the noon," Lily replies as she sits down at the dining 
table. 


Fuck. This has never happened before. 


"Did you guys eat?" Two fingers rub against my temple. 


"How foolish of you to think we'll let ourselves starve while your 
drunken ass sleeps in the bed." Leo walks into the kitchen and sits 
next to Lily. 


My shoulders slump forward as his words take me on a guilt trip. 
"I'm sorry, all right. I'll quickly shower and make us some lunch." 


"How about we order something?" Leo suggests, his fingers 
drumming the table. 


Standing straight, I sigh. "Yeah... That'll be good." 


My hand reaches for my phone lying on the kitchen counter. 
"What do you want to eat?" I ask, tapping open a food delivery app. 


KKKKKKK 


Two days since I'd met Jennie at the nightclub. Stupid of me to 
think I'd forget about her just like my every other one-night stand. 


So damn stupid. 


I just cannot stop thinking about her... the way her sweet scent 
took over me like a drug, especially the way her eyes rolled back in 
her head when she came, crying out my name. 


Fuck. My cock twitches against my leg at the memory of her 
riding it like a cowgirl. 


I haven't tried finding her on any social media platform because 
the thought of her considering me yet another clingy girl makes me 
cringe to the bones. 


"Why are you smiling?" Someone snaps their fingers in front of 
my face. 


Diana. 


With her hands on hips, she's standing between my silver car and 
me on the sidewalk outside her restaurant. 


Shit, was I seriously smiling at my car? 


"Remembered Mom," I lie, wanting to keep Diana a secret from 
her. Otherwise, she's going to hunt down Jennie everywhere on 
social media and get all the information she can about her. 


"Oh... I miss my Mom too," Diana murmurs, her slender arms 
dropping at her side. 


She'd lost her lovely mother to some heart disease when she was 


only ten. Although we weren't very close at that time, she'd still 
cried. against my chest after the burial ceremony. 


"Go back in." My hands grip her petite shoulders to move her 
aside but she stands firm like a rock. 


"Nah. Spending the night at your place." Diana winks at me. She 
rounds my car and makes herself comfortable in the passenger seat. 


It's Friday and Diana's spending the night at my place for the 
zillionth time. My siblings love her cooking, so dinner is her 
responsibility whenever she's sleeping over. Now, we're watching a 
rom-com in the living room. 


"I'm bored," Leo yawns from beside me on the couch. "Let's watch 
a sci-fi movie." 


My gaze switches from the flat TV screen in the front to him. 
"You aren't romantic at all," I frown. 


"Omg! They kissed! They kissed finally!" Lily squeals. She's curled 
up next to Diana. 


"They're damn slow. They should've kissed at the beginning of the 
movie when they met," Diana opines with another forced yawn and 


I'm reminded of the best one-night stand of my life so far. 


Jennie. 


My asinine heart skips a beat. "This isn't an erotic movie, Diana," I 
tell her. 


"Oh, I don't mind some erotic romance," Leo grins, folding his 
hands behind his head. 


Diana stretches out a hand to high-five him and they burst into 
laughter. 


My steely glare jumps from him to her. "Both of you, go to bed if 
you don't want to watch this." 


"We are!" They stand up together and stride out of the living 
room. 


Lily giggles and scoots closer on the couch. "This movie is so cute 
and funny, isn't it?" she rests her head against my arm, her eyes 
directed toward the television. 


"Totally. Rom-com's are the best," I grin as we continue watching 
the rest of the film. 


KKKKKK 


The next week, Monday, I close my shop at five and cross the 
street for my second job of the day. After I get changed into my 
simple uniform and step into the kitchen at the back of the 
restaurant, Diana shoves a big muffin inside my mouth. 


"What does it taste?" She rubs her palms together, watching me 
chew on her brand-new creation. 


I quickly swallow to answer. "Chocolate, vanilla ice-cream, and 
caramelized almond." I fetch a bottle of water from the refrigerator 
and take a long sip. 


"Is it good?" she pulls her bottom lip between her bright teeth. 


"Extremely. There's a perfect blend of the three," I smile, putting 
away the bottle of water, then pat her head in appreciation. 
"Though you should stop using me as your testing device." 


Her grin grows wider. "You're going to be my testing device till 
death does us part," she says it like a wedding vow. 


"How romantic." I roll my eyes and we laugh together. 


"Okay, I'm gonna do my job now. See ya, Chef," I say and exit the 
kitchen. 


In the spacious dining hall of the restaurant, I offer menus to the 
customers, take orders and serve them, then clean the tables-doing 
everything that a waiter does. 


I'm good at interacting with people and initially, I'd work here 
only because I'd outgrown my passion and wanted to make money 
so at least my siblings can make their dreams come true in the near 
future. 


Now, I'm starting to like this side job, developed a habit of 
working with the lovely people here. 


"Hey, can you please attend them on my behalf? There's an 
emergency and I got to run home," one of my colleagues whispers 
in my ear. "The last table near the window." 


"Got it," I reply, nodding and pat his back. "You take care, dude." 


"Thanks, buddy. I'll fill in for you sometime, I promise," he smiles 
and hurries to the changing room. 


At the last table near the floor-to-ceiling window, there's a young 
man with two women on either side, and across from them sits a 


couple whose back is to me. A menu is already set on their table. 


I saunter over to their table and smile at them. "Good evening, 
ladies and gentlemen. I'm Lisa, and I'll be your waiter now. Have 
you decided on what to order?" 


As I make an eye-contact with each of the five seated, I'm 


astounded to coincidentally stumble upon a familiar face. 


A face so gorgeous as if an extraordinary piece of art. 


A face I thought I didn't have the luxury of seeing ever again. 


My heart performs a somersault. 


"Jennie." 


Fuck. 


KA 


Chapter 5 


JENNIE 


After that hell of a night with Lisa at the club, I spend my 
weekend in my bed, replaying how she'd fucked me on the couch 
and against the wall from behind. She was a woman who knew how 
to please a woman and despite we being just another pair of 
strangers who were attracted to each other, our bodies were as 
passionate as long-time lovers. There were sparks flying between 
ignited a fire. 


Every attempt of not thinking about her has failed miserably. I 
want to know where she works and where she lives but I have too 
much pride. I refuse to be the woman who chases after a woman, 
especially a one-night stand. 


I hadn't slept with her to start something serious. I did it only 
because I knew I'd never get the chance to have her buried balls 
deep inside of me, and disapproved to regret in the future. 


The only thing I know about her is that her a New Yorker just as 
much I am. And so very kinder than I've ever been to anyone. 


KKKKKK 


Monday morning, I wake up at seven in the morning and descend 
the stairs to my home gym where I work out for an hour, then take 
a hot shower and dress up into my customized business suit. I pull 
my hair into a high ponytail, apply makeup and grab the purse that 
I've picked out from my bag collection. 


" 


"Good morning, Ms. Kim. You're glowing today, 
housekeeper greets me in the kitchen. 


Karen, my 


"Mr. Song is keeping you very happy, isn't he?" 


"Just the magic of my product, Karen." I sit down at the breakfast 
bar without smiling back at her. 


I don't hate smiling. Just don't feel the need to most of the time. 


Moreover, I'm awful-no, terrible, at social interactions if it doesn't 
involve professionalism. Neither knows how to be nice or friendly. 


"Right. Please enjoy your meal." Karen smiles and leaves me in 
solitary that I prefer. 


Checking on some emails and news on my phone, I eat whatever's 
on my plate and finish the glass of fresh juice. 


Karen cooks nutritional food and she's wonderful at her job, 
though she can be annoying sometimes. She's more of a mother to 
me than my own. 


My uniformed driver greets me in the parking lot of my 
penthouse building and I nod at him before climbing into the car. 
The ride becomes longer because of the traffic and on reaching my 
company building, my executive assistant follows me to my office, 
informing me about all the meetings I have to attend today. I like 
being at work because it's the only place where I feel at peace, 
momentarily forgetting every shit that has happened in my life so 
far. 


I'd also felt the same when I was with Lisa... 


"Fuck, Jennie. Your pussy is heaven," Lisa whispered dirty in my ear 
from behind as he fucked my brains out against the wall and slapped my 
ass pink. 


"So is your cock for me," I murmured, clinging onto the wall like my 
life depended on it. 


"Ms. Kim, what do you think of this?" 


"Excuse me, ma'am." 


"Ms. Kim." 


Shit. 


I stop replaying that hot night for the hundred thousandth time 
since last week and discover distracted the conference room of my 
company. I'm supposed to be discussing the launch of my new 
product instead of having erotic thoughts race in my mind. 


Never been distracted at work before, I hate it. 


But not her, the beautiful source. 


"Do you mind repeating what you said?" I ask, sitting straighter in 
my head chair. 


"No problem, ma'am." The executive restarts explaining the 
advertising and promotion strategy for the new product and I make 


certain not to get distracted from the presentation again. 


Friday evening, I drive my car somewhere instead of returning 
home. Despite having everything people want, the loneliness and 
dissatisfaction never peel off my skin. Sometimes I wonder if this is 
what I really want in my life or am I just moving forward aimlessly. 


Parking my crimson car, I walk down the busy sidewalk of New 
York and wonder whether the people passing by me are lonely too. 


I enter a clean, local restaurant and get greeted by someone who 
leads me down to the last table near the floor-to-ceiling window. 


My phone vibrates in the inner pocket of my blazer. I retrieve 
the device as I sit down. 


"Hey, babe. Where are you?" Mino says, his tone glazed with 
adulterated honey. 


"Nowhere," I reply and hang up. 


I'm going to talk to him when I'm calm. Right now, my mood is 
stormy after having a shitty week. 


I continue sitting there, staring out of the large window. The 
polite waiter returns to ask me if I'm ready to order yet and I tell 


him to get me a bottle of mineral water. 


Later, Mino fills the space beside me. "I missed you." He kisses my 
temple and smiles at me. 


Liar. No difference between him and my narcissistic family. That's 
the reason why they like him after all. 


"Did you track me down?" I ask, disgusted with the thought of 
him keeping me under his radar. 


Alison, Tyler, and Chahee come to sit across from us. 


"I saw you come here and informed Mino when he asked me 
about your whereabouts," Chahee answers my question and winks 
at me. 


Alison glances around in the restaurant. "Why would you come to 
such a filthy place?" grimace crinkles her face. 


"Exactly," Tyler scoffs, pushing back his black hair with his 
glasses. "Jennie Kim shouldn't dirt her public image. Doesn't suit 
your personality at all," he tells like he knows me better than me. 


"Let's get out of here, babe. We have much better restaurants in 
the city," Mino tells and cringes when his hands accidentally lay 
down on the table. 


The boastful redhead plucks out a tissue from the box, wiping off 
the invisible dirt. He's the dear son of my mother's book club friend 
and as blabbering as Mrs. Song, his Dearest Mother. 


The fresh lie on my tongue slips out. "Heard good things about 
this place." 


I just want to be fucking alone so it doesn't matter even if I'm a 
low-standard place. No doubt, they don't serve gluten-free food 
here. 


"Good?" Alison's brows jump inside her blond fringes. "The food 
must be as cheap as the cheap interior designing here," she snickers. 


"Let's get out of here!" Chahee seems grossed out with the place. 


Before I can tell them to leave, light footsteps approach our table 
and it's mysterious the way my heart skips a beat in the presence of 
someone unknown. 


A tall and lean woman appears in my peripheral vision. "Good 
evening, ladies and gentlemen. I'm Lisa, and I'll be your waiter now. 
Have you decided on what to order?" 


Lisa...? 


My head raises as just as my heart does a somersault. 


"Jennie." 


It's her. 


The kind stranger. 


The best one-night stand. 


The woman living rent-free in my mind. 


She's a Waitress. 


KA 


Chapter 6 


JENNIE 


I can't believe my eyes. When I'd met her that night, I thought 
she's a powerful rich woman... She was indeed right when she said 
I'm awful at being perceptive. I misunderstood her for her charming 
personality and great sense of fashion. 


She's just a waitress. At a local restaurant. 


"Jennie," my name is as fragile as a petal whenever she says it. 


In a white button-up shirt and black slacks, she stands sturdy and 
handsomely beautiful. Her bob blond hair with a bangs, an old- 
fashioned gold watch on her wrist and there's a sparks in her eyes 
when she's smiling. 


Mino looks back and forth between Lisa and me. 


"How do you know my girlfriend?" He puts an arm around my 
neck, then looks at Lisa whose gaze is pinned at me like I'm the only 
person she sees. 


Heat rushes in my cold body, my heart racing a hundred miles. 
Somehow, I tear off the intense eye contact and turn my head to 
Mino. 


"I don't know her." Another lie is pushed out by my tongue; my 
tone as harsh as the winter snow. 


"She's your girlfriend?" Lisa asks Mino, sounding disappointed. 


"Yes," Mino replies through gritted teeth. "Now, stop acting like 
you know her." 


"You must've mistaken her for one of your cheap bitches, Ms. 
Waitress. Because Jennie never glances at beggars," Alison ridicules 
Lisa. 


Lisa's gaze re-lands on my face and I swallow. Hard. 


I know they're insulting her for her status but I can't stop them. 
Not that I give a flying fuck about losing friends or garbage of a 
boyfriend. If I admit to knowing Lisa from the nightclub, there's 
going to be a serious problem for me. 


My family will get another reason to deride me and push me off 
my throne that I've rightfully earned and built on my own. 


My so-called friends might spread the news of me sleeping with a 
waitress at the nightclub faster than an epidemic and then the 
media will publish hundreds of articles regarding my scandal. 


I can't afford to bring shame to my company and me. Neither do I 
want Lisa to be dragged along in the mess. 


Tyler grabs my half-empty glass and throws water on Lisa's shirt. 
"Take your pervy eyes off her, you piece of shit." 


Lisa doesn't take offense and bows, apologizing politely for 
mistaking me for someone else. 


"Have you decided on your order yet, ladies and gentlemen?" She 
pulls out a small notepad and pen from the waist-down black apron. 


"Go fuck yourself!" Chahee flings the menu card at Lisa. She then 
flips her brown hair, grinning at me like she has done me a favor. 


Lisa goes on one knee to pick the menu card from the floor. 


Chahee stamps her shoe on the back of her hand as she storms of 


the restaurant with Alison and Tyler following her. 


Lisa never calls her out for the physical assault and rises to her 
feet, her hand slightly bleeding. 


My chest swells with guilt. I want to wrap a bandage around her 
wound, apologize to her for the poor treatment. 


And yet, I don't. 


Mino and I stand up and I do not dare to meet eyes with Lisa. 
She's been all but kind to me and I hate that I'm not in a place to 
defend her. Because defending her would mean destroying my 
career and reputation. 


"If I ever see you anywhere near my girlfriend, I'm putting you 
behind the bars for assaulting her publicly," Mino threatens Lisa 
who's taller and than him. 


He places a hand on the small of my back as we exit the 
restaurant. 


My purse and my blazer drop down on the L-shaped couch of my 
living room. I didn't finish half of my dinner because of what 
happened at the local restaurant with Lisa. 


Mino wraps his arms around my waist, placing his mouth against 
mine. "I missed you so much," he murmurs and kisses me. 


But I feel nothing. 


Absolutely nothing. 


I doubt I ever felt anything for this chicken who hasn't yet 
hatched out of his egg. 


My hands lay on his chest and I gently push him away. "We're 
done,” 


I tell him. 


"What?" he laughs like he heard a joke. "You can't break up with 
me." 


"I don't think we can work anymore." 


He crosses his arms over his chest. "So you are dumping me.” 


God help this dumb boy. "I'm breaking up with you." 


"One and the same," he snaps. "Which asshole is it then? Who did 
you fuck behind my back?" 


This double-standard bastard. "I know what happened between 
Chahee and you at that party." 


He narrows his eyes. "Don't divert the subject and answer me." 


My stomach churns at the memory. "I saw you fucking Chahee on 
the sink counter in the women's restroom. I was there in one of the 
cubicles hearing your voices until you were done and left with her." 


Mino's expression rapidly changes. He steps forward and cups my 
face. "I'm so sorry you had to see that, babe. I wasn't planning to 
keep it from you forever. You should know it was a mistake and she 
seduced me." 


His touch makes me feel gross. I regret dating him just for the 
sake of pleasing my mother who still doesn't give a flying fuck 
about me. 


Bile rises in my throat. I remove his dirty hands from my face and 


step back until there's enough distance between us. "I don't care if it 
was a mistake I don't care if she seduced you if you'd truly loved 
me, you wouldn't have cheated on me behind my back. Countless 
times? 


"It happened once and it won't again. You know I truly love you," 


Mino tells lie after lie, trying to cup my face but I swat his hands 
away. 


"Do not fucking lie," I scowl, shoving a finger to his chest. "I 
clearly heard Chahee saying you both have been fooling me around 
for months!" 


Thank hell, I was smart and never let him fuck me without a 
condom. Otherwise, who knows, I might've ended up with STDs or 
whatnot. 


His crocodile tears are gasoline on my wrath. "I got drifted away 
but I'm back on the right track. You're the only woman I love, 
Jennie. Let's not break up," he pleads, dropping to his knees before 
me. 


"I'm done with you, Mino. Go hide your face between Chahee's 
legs." 


"I don't want that slut. You're the woman I dream of marrying. 
Please give me a chance." 


"Well, keep dreaming. Because you definitely aren't the man I see 
myself marrying in the future." 


"Give me one last chance. I promise never to let you down ever 
again." 


"Get up and out," I demand, tamping down my irritation and 
folding my hands under my breasts. 


He rises to his feet, wiping his tears with the sleeve of his jacket. 
"I'm going for now but we weren't done yet. I'll win your heart back 
in no time and you'll realize how sincere my love is." 


"Get out, Mino!" 


He hums, giving me that look of a victim-like I was the bad guy 
in our baseless relationship-then walks out of my place. 


I sigh, flopping down on the couch, and drag my palms down my 


face. 


I did it. I broke up with him for good. 
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Chapter 7 


JENNIE 


Another long weekend passes with me being all by myself in my 
un-homely penthouse. 


I like being alone but I hate being lonely. 


Perhaps, that's why I put up with those shitty boyfriends of mine, 
those fake friends who repeatedly stabbed me in the back and 
forced me to look down at people different from us-the greater 
blame belongs to my parents. 


From childhood, all I've done is try to please them but they've 
constantly been disappointed in me. 


After cutting off ties with Mino, I did the same with Alison, Tyler, 
and Chahee that backstabbing bitch. The three of them were 
anyway more of Mino's friends than they ever were mine. I doubt 
Chahee coincidentally saw me that day-that cheating asshole 
must've tracked me down or stalked me with her. 


"May I come in, Ms. Kim?" my smart and skilled assistant knocks 
on my office door. 


My workspace is in the theme of crimson and black to match with 
my intimidating personality; designed by the best of best interior 
designers in the country. 


"Yes," I respond curtly and he enters, stopping right before my 
desk. 


"What would you like to have for lunch, Ms. Kim?" 


"Anything but bread." 


"Any specification...?" He adjusts his circular glasses. 


I give him a "you're wasting my time" look. 


"Got it," my assistant nods and exits my office. 


I open the web browser on my computer and log into my 
personal social media account which is handled by my PR just as 
my brand account. I type "LISA" into the search bar and a list of 


accounts pops up on my computer screen. Although the list is short, 
I lack the time to go scroll down all the accounts plus I don't know 
her last name. 


Maybe there's a business account of the restaurant she works at. 


My fingers quickly type "Diana's Kitchen" into the search box and 
another list of accounts pops up. Right at the top is the account I'm 
looking for. I click on it and since the account is public, I'm able to 
check out its followers. My heart beats a little faster as I type "Lisa" 
in another search box and close my eyes, crossing my fingers in my 
lap. 


Please, please. 


When my eyes reopen, her account is present on my computer 
screen. 


Lisa Manoban. 


It's her in her profile picture. 


I click on her account which happens to be private and after 
reading her brief bio, I learn that she's the owner of "Manoban 
Flowers," works at "Diana's Kitchen," and is a professional painter. 


My first thought is why is she doing those small jobs instead of 
earning her living as a professional artist. 


The shame of what I've done thunders upon me, quaking my 
insides. I've pathetically stalked the woman I'd slept with on social 
media and I don't have any right to wonder why she's doing what. 
At least not after I'd let my fake friends and trash ex-boyfriend 
humiliate him publicly. 


This is so embarrassing! 


KKKKKKK 


Mino is comfortably seated on the couch of my living room, 
watching a football match on my television like he owns the place. 


What a trouble. 


I need to change the house password and add a fingerprint lock 
for double safety. 


"What are you doing here?" His filthy presence is enough to spark 
my temper. 


He turns off the television and tosses the remote on the couch. "I 
was waiting for you to come home." 


"You have no right to be here. We broke up!" I rarely shout at 
anyone but this shameless asshole is getting on my nerves. 


He stands up and starts his fake, dramatic monologue. "Yes, babe, 
and I'm in so much pain since then. I've realized what a horrible 
boyfriend I was and how I've lost everything by losing you. These 
past two days felt like ages. Please don't do this." 


"You did this to yourself." My finger is shoved to his chest, my 
teeth grinding with irritation. "Now, get out of here." 


"Jennie..." His footsteps approach me and falter after seeing me 
hold up a hand. 


"Stop it, Mino. Chahee blurted out everything after I dumped our 


garbage of friendship." 


His eyes widen, his countenance blanching. "What did she tell 
you?" 


"That you dated and wanted to marry me for stealing my money 
and position. Your family was planning to expand their empire by 
taking over mine." Hot tears prick in my eyes so my teeth chew on 
the inside of my cheek. I hate crying, the weakness it brings along, 
and I don't remember the last time I did that shit. 


"Chahee's lying!" Mino snarls, his clenched jaw ticking. 


"Just get the fuck out of here before I call the cops." 


KKKKKK 


It's midnight: I'm tossing and turning in my bouncy bed, and it's 
starting to get frustrating. I roll onto my abdomen and groan into 
the fluffy pillow. I'd hate my insomnia to return because it was hard 


to set myself free from its clutches during the first time itself. 


Imagination doesn't help because I usually end up overthinking 
all the shit that I'm not supposed to. 


Though it's a different scenario when I'm working. I'm pragmatic, 
methodical, calm, and swift at decision making. 


But personally, I'm a complete mess of a person. Unexpressive, 
the queen of bad decisions and selfish to the core. I always try to 
protect myself over others no matter what the cost. Just as I did 
when they humiliated Lisa right in front of me.... 


"Are you okay?" She'd asked me at the nightclub. I was a stranger to 
her and yet she'd shown concern. 


Seventy-two hours and the guilt is only tripling, knotting my 
stomach. I shouldn't have turned a blind eye to her and grown up 
some balls to admit the truth. 


That I knew her. 


Had her fuck me like I was her whore. 


I groan into the pillow again and sit up on my knees. I retrieve 
my prescribed bottle of sleeping pills from the bedside table and 
down one with a glass of water. 


With a heavy sigh, I lay down on my back under the blanket and 
listlessly stare at my dim ceiling, waiting for the pill to do its magic. 
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Chapter 8 


LISA 


"Good day, Sir. I hope to see you again." My amiable smile 
goodbyes my regular customer. He just bought a large bouquet of 
fresh light pink roses for his wife. He often takes different flowers to 
her grave and since it's her death anniversary, he's giving her 
favorite flowers. 


Two new customers walk into my shop and I attend to them. 
One's getting purple hydrangeas for her little sister. While the other 
is gifting yellow tulips to his high school teacher as a token of 
gratitude. I thank them for shopping and watch them leave. 


It's almost lunchtime and I'm going to attend only a couple of 
customers before I head out to grab something with Diana. 


At the cash counter, I check for today's sales on my computer. 


The bell softly rings as someone push opens the shop door. 


My computer is immediately abandoned and my smile greets yet 
another new customer. 


"Welcome to Manoban's, ma'am." 


The woman standing across from the counter in a red business. 
suit takes off her sunglasses and hooks them in the front of her 
shirt. 


Jennie. 


Reads the gold piece clasped around her fragile and fair neck. 


My smile fades in thin air. 


Unlike last time, I'm not delighted to see her. She'd pretended not 
to know me and deep down, that did hurt me despite it shouldn't 
have. 


Whatsoever. 


"Your shop is lovely," She compliments, glancing everywhere 
around us. Her long black forest is tied into a sleek, tight high bun 
and her bold crimson lipstick contrasts with her light makeup. 


"I don't remember telling you I work here," I mock instead of 
being polite, and forgetting that she's a customer too. 


"Social media was invented for a reason." 


"So you stalked me." 


Shit, I shouldn't have accused her so bluntly. She must've 


accidentally stumbled upon my personal or business account. 


And the list of possibilities goes on. 


"I hadn't stalked you to the restaurant and today, I've come here" 
My ears disapprove to hear her whatever' reason. 


"Please leave." I don't like being cold to people but I'm mad at 
her, though I don't have any right to. 


Her gaze docks on the bandage wrapped around my hand. "I'm 
sorry they humiliated you." 


"I've heard worse, so they couldn't hurt me." I never let such 
shitholes affect me because their petty-minded opinion simply 
doesn't matter. 


Besides, it's a minor wound. A physical wound will heal anyway 
unlike the emotional one. 


Her gaze returns on my stoic countenance. "Still, I apologize. 


Because you were good to me," she murmurs sadly, her manicured 
fingers clutching her Channel purse. 


"And yet you refused to recognize me. So don't throw the good 
pity at me. Your silence proved that you agreed with their shallow 
thinking." 


"I had a reason to refuse and I'm not 'good pitying' you. Silence 
doesn't always mean agreement." 


"Just. Leave," I demand curtly, gesturing her toward the door. 
"You're anyway embarrassed about knowing me." 


The way she'd refused to know me felt like sleeping with me was 
the worst decision she'd ever made. 


"Lisa," she raises her voice, sounding pissed and pleading at the 
same time. "I may have grown up in an environment where people 
doing lower post jobs were seen inferior, worthless. Anything small 
and local was taught to me as cheap. To fit in the world I was born 
in, I followed them but that doesn't mean I believe their ideology is 
right." 


"I refused to recognize you because " 


"Because you have a boyfriend and you cheated on him with me," 
I interject, still unable to swallow the fact that I slept with a woman 
who's dating someone else. 


"No," she shakes her head. 


"Because admitting that I knew you would've jeopardized my 
career and reputation," she further corrects my misunderstanding, 
never looking away even for a second. "My so-called friends with 
whom I recently cut ties would've spread rumors about my scandal 
with you... with a waiter and... Mino, my ex-boyfriend, would've 
turned the tables saying that I cheated on him." 


"You did cheat him." 


"Mino has been cheating on me with my ex-friend for months and 
I'd recently caught him red-handed but didn't know how to break 
up with him. I was at the club that night because I felt betrayed and 
unloved," she explains and sighs, lifting her slumped shoulders. 
"Anyway, I broke up with him last Friday. Though our relationship 
has been dead ever since I saw him fucking her." 


Jennie is so brave-for a moment, I forget that I'm mad at her. I 
rather want to appreciate her for ending things with him as well as 
her fake friends for good. 


"Did you love your ex-boyfriend?" I ask, staring down at my clear 
reflection on the glass counter. 


She chuckles dryly. "I don't think I would've ever fallen for 
someone with a superiority complex." 


My foolish heart lights up with hope at her answer. "Why did you 
date him then?" 


Mino had given me all but bad vibes that day at the restaurant 
and I'd wondered why was she dating that douchebag. After all, 
there are as many good men in the world as there are eternal 
assholes. 


"For acceptance. To feel loved." 


My head raises and our eyes meet. Her cappuccino browns are 
prettier than my blues. "From whom?" 


Right there, she draws a line between us, and the realization of 
my limits is bitter any liquor on my tongue. 


"Would you like to have lunch with me?" she smiles a nervous 
smile. 


My self-respect stands in between my heart's path to my mouth. 


"I'd like you to leave," I reply, sinking my teeth into my tongue 
for turning down her offer. 


"Okay," she says as her cheeks absorb the red rejection, and she 
nods. "Good day." 


With her chin up, she walks to the door, stepping out of my 
shop... probably for the first and last time. 
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Chapter 9 


LISA 


I set down the gift cards on the counter and give a pen each to 
the two customers. As they write their message on their cards, I 
move to the cash counter and grab my phone lying beside the 
keyboard. 


Fr:[Diana] 
Having lunch with Bambam. Wanna join? 


Diana has texted. 
To: [Diana] 


Thanks, but I'm full. 


I reply. Bambam seems sincere about Diana, so he indeed 
deserves a chance with her. 


I put down my phone on the cash counter and watch the tall 


woman whisper something to the short woman and point at the 
door of my shop. 


With the door being made of clear glass, I can see through it—a 
model figure in an emerald green suit stands with her back toward 
the shop. 


"I can't believe she's here!" the tall customer exclaims and muffles 
her squeal with her palms. 


The woman outside my shop turns out to be Jennie. 


Of course. 


She enters my shop like she fucking owns it and her aura differs 
from yesterday-she scents of confidence, wealth, and power. 


My cock twitches against my leg. Traitor. 


"Omg! I'm your big fan, Ms. Kim! I love all your products," the 
short customer beams and goes on to hug her. 


Jennie steps back like she's not used to receiving hugs from 
people, especially from fans. 


Yes, I'd figured out yesterday that she must be a celebrity and 
that's why sleeping with me at the nightclub is scandalous for her 
public image. 


"Can we please have a selfie with you?" the tall customer offers 
her phone to Jennie. 


"No. I hate selfies." Jennie takes off her sunglasses and hooks 
them in the breast pocket of her blazer. 


Their expression drops to the floor with a thud. 


"You can have my autograph though." 


The customers nearly collapsed with joy. 


"Gift card!" they demand from me, holding out their hands. 


"Y-yes, ma'am." Nodding, I pull out a drawer and set down two 
cards on the counter. 


Jennie selects a black inked pen from the pen holder and asks the 
customers for their names before signing the gift cards for them. 


The customers thank her. 


Jennie hums. 


"We'll surely visit again," they grin widely at me and exit my 
shop. 


"Can I please have a large bouquet of fresh white peonies?" 
Jennie places her expensive purse on the counter between us. 


"Sure, ma'am." My smile shows her the same kind of hospitality. 


She intently watches my every move as I prepare her order, the 
temperature suddenly rising and pumping up my cock. Very 
distracting but I'll never tell her. 


"Do you want to write a message?" I ask, carefully placing down 
the bouquet on the counter. 


"Yes," she sounds commanding more than a normal customer 
responding. 


Too attractive. 


I put down a gift card next to the bouquet. 


She picks out the same pen she'd used earlier to write her 


message. 


I refrain from peeking or daring to wonder to whom she's gifting 
flowers. It's none of my business. 


"Your bill is fifty dollars." I set the blue gift card in the bouquet. 


She retrieves a hundred-dollar bill from her purse and hands it to 
me. "Keep the change." 


Is she ridiculing me? 


Irritation nips at my skin. "No need to show off your wealth. I 
know I don't belong to your class of people," I frown and hand the 
bill back to her. 


She shoves the bill inside her purse. "I never have change and I 
never need it either." 


I huff out disbelief. Rich people. 


Jennie picks up the bouquet and offers it to me. "Forgive me, 
Lisa," she says without showing any emotion. 


My heart wins over my mind, not letting my self-respect come in 
the way. I accept the bouquet and read the card. 


Please have lunch with me :) - Jennie. 


How cute. 


I chuckle and she's bewildered by my reaction. "White peonies 
don't symbolize forgiveness." 


"Oh... I thought they did." Mortification tints on her prominent 
cheeks. "Then what flowers do? I'll gift those to you." 


This rich and boss of a woman is adorable. 


"My mom says it doesn't matter what flowers you're gifting to 
someone the emotion with which you gift them does," I explain and 
her plump red lips form another small O. 


"Do you truly want to repent, Jennie?" 


"Yes," she's quick to answer. 


"Then I'm ready to have lunch with you." 
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Chapter 10 


JENNIE 


"Then I'm ready to have lunch with you," Lisa smiles. Her smiles 
are as attractive as her kindness. 


My heart flutters like a butterfly. 


She places the bouquet I've gifted to her next to her computer. 


"What would you like to have for lunch?" I ask her as I'm 
mentally shortlisting the popular restaurants in the city. 


She lifts a tutu bag from below the counter and sets it on the 
glass top. "Wanna share my lunch?" She takes out a transparent 
lunchbox and unlocks it. 


"I only eat gluten-free food," I tell her. 


She rolls her eyes. 


"Such a picky kid." She sits down on the barstool and cuts the 
large burrito into two equal halves. 


"Are you not coming with me?" My shoe lightly taps against the 
floor. 


"Do you know there are millions of people in our world who don't 
get proper three times a day's meal? So wasting my food would be a 
disrespect to them. You may like to flaunt your privileges but I 
don't." 


Never before I've met a woman like her and that's another 
attractive aspect about her. 


"Either eat with me or grab a takeaway for you," she says and 
takes a big bite of her half of the burrito. "This is ten times better 
than the last," she grins to herself. 


My sight quietly lands on the other half of the burrito waiting for 
me in her lunchbox. It does look delicious, begging me to devour it. 
I swallow the saliva forming in my mouth, contemplating whether 
or not to eat the burrito. It should taste good if she's seeming to 
enjoy it so much. 


"Go turn around the signboard and sit here," Lisa commands and 
pats the barstool next to her. 


My stomach rumbles with hunger and she chuckles. 


How embarrassing. 


Spinning on my heel, I quickly do the needful and take a big bite 
of the chicken burrito. The sauce is tangy on my tongue, the 
chicken cubes so soft and juicy while the veggies are fresh and 
crunchy. 


"Soooo good!" I moan as the flavors burst together on my taste 
buds, and chew without making noise. "Did you make it?" 


She nods, chewing her bite and it's entertaining to watch the way 
her rugged jaw moves. The pastel blue shirt fits her well, stretching 


across her chest and defining the muscles in her arms her bob hair a 
bonus to her raw sexiness. 


This handsome woman can be kind, she cooks and cleans, and 
she knows how to fuck. 


A whole package. 


"Since we're eating here, you're saved from the mortification of 
getting caught into a scandal with me." 


I swallow down my bite. "Is that a taunt?" 


"Depends on how you interpret it." Her thumb wipes something 
off the seam of my bottom lip. Mmmm, the way she said that was 
hot. 


"Do you have work at the restaurant today?" I ask and take 
another bite of my burrito. 


"Yes," she swallows. 


"Okay." 


"Do you regret sleeping with me?" Her lively blues search for 
answers in my lifeless browns. 


My head bows down as I stare at the burrito in my hands. "I 
don't-I never would. Have you slept with anyone after that night?" 


"Yes. With Diana. She's-" 


My heart shrinks like a leaf in winter. "Oh, I don't need the 


details." 


"Have you slept with anyone since then?" 


My head raises and I look into her sincere eyes. "Haven't." 


She lets out a wry chuckle. "I feel like an asshole. I thought I'd 
never meet you again, so-I really like you, Jennie." 


Expressing my feelings has always been hard for me but right 
now she deserves to know them. "I like you too, Lisa," I murmur 
nervously. 


She smiles. "What do you do for a living? I figured you're a 
celebrity." 


My fingers twist in my lap. "I'm the CEO of RJK Cosmetics, 
Skincare and lesyeuxdenini Fashion. It started with a small business 
during high school and now, I'm twenty-four and there are six 
branches of my company worldwide." 


"That's amazing, baby. I'm proud of you." She pats my head like a 
parent and it feels good to be praised by someone... by her. 


"I know you own this shop and work at the restaurant... Also, I 
read on your social media bio that you're a professional painter. Is 
that true?" 


Her charm is abruptly replaced with biting coldness as if that's a 
sensitive subject. "Yes," she replies in a dismissing tone and the 
realization of my boundaries sinks to my core. 


I'm in no place to push her when I wouldn't like her to dig things 
out of me. 


Besides, we are still strangers. 


KKK K KK KK 


After pampering myself in the hot bathtub, I step out of the 
bathroom in my pink robe and sit at the dressing table, doing my 
night skincare routine. I change into my PJs and put on my socks, 
then grab my phone before jumping into my bed. 


I'm lying over my stomach with my phone rested on the fluffy 
pillow as I open a secret social media account for myself named 


'Tlovelesyeuxdenini’' Then, I quickly send her a follow request and 
turn my phone facedown, waiting for her to accept it. The whistle is 
blown and my heart starts racing a marathon-even my high-school 
boyfriend couldn't affect me like that. This is indeed the first time 
I'm approaching a woman because it has always been the reverse in 
my life before that hot one-night stand at the club. 


Before Lisa. 


This is the first time I want to be with a woman because I want 
to. Not to fit into a particular group, not to please anyone, and 
certainly not to de-stress me. 


My phone chimes twice and my heart finishes, no, wins the 
marathon. I quickly check my phone. 


Lisa Manoban has accepted your follow request. 


Lisa Manoban has sent you a follow request. 


I accept her follow request and within the following thirty 
seconds, my phone chimes again. 


LisaM: Are you self-promoting with your new secret account? 


Her message reads. 


Ilovelesyeuxdenini: I do love my products. We have a wide 


variety of them for men too. 


I reply, grinning at the phone screen and then, giggle against the 
pillow like a schoolgirl. 


LisaM: I love my flowers too. How about "Ilovemanobanflowers" 
as my new username? 


Ilovelesyeuxdenini : LisaM is better. 


LisaM: If The Great Jennie Kim says so, 


She replied. 


Butterflies flap their wings in my belly. I like that in a woman. 


Ilovelesyeuxdenini: What? 


LisaM: Everything that you have. 


Ilovelesyeuxdenini: Forgive me if I seemed pissed at you. That's 
not a subject I like to talk about. 


After our first lunch together, I'd left because I didn't know how 
to lighten her mood. 


LisaM: You didn't hurt me. And, I completely understand 
because the topic, I don't like. 


Tlovelesyeuxdenini: We'll exchange numbers the next time we 
meet. 


LisaM: Sure. 


Ilovelesyeuxdenini: Goodnight, Lisa. I have a long day 
tomorrow. 


LisaM: Me too. Sleep well, Jennie. 


I double click to heart her message and lay on my back as I smile 
myself to sleep for the first time in ages. 


ww 
HAPPY JENLISA DAY!!! 
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Chapter 11 


LISA 


Bambam sits on the counter of my shop. "Guess what happened," 
he grins from ear to ear. He spends most of his time jerking around 
instead of helping his father at the club. He's not a college boy after 
all and no amount of schooling has helped him to become a little 
responsible for his age. 


"Diana's madly in love with you," I say as I'm checking whether or 
not the cash drawer is properly locked. 


It is. Sigh. 


"Don't see that happening anytime soon," He frowns. 


"I know," I chuckle, leaning back against the wall and crossing my 
arms over my chest. 


His hand reaches out to swat my head. "Guess again." 


"I don't have time to play guess, Bambam, Leo fought with his 


classmate and now his teacher has called me to school." 


"Damn, I'm proud of that little bastard," he laughs. "You're gonna 
get scolded though." 


"Are you planning to tell me?" My brows rise. "Because I'm 
leaving in a minute." 


"Diana and I made out and we were going to fuck in my club, 
but," he says and punches his palm. "Her Dad called her home." 


"You must have blue balls." 


"Fuck you." He shoves his elbow to my arms and yet a laugh 
comes out of me instead of a groan. "At least it's a good sign that I 
have a chance with her." 


"Keep trying but don't overdo it or she'll kick you away." 


"Roger, Captain." He salutes me. 


KKKKKKK 


The drive to the school is longer due to the typical New York 
traffic. Leo and Lily meet me outside their classroom. We go in and 
sit down at the front desks just like the other guy and his mother. 
The young teacher explains the whole scene and gives us her piece 
of advice on the matter. The other guy's mother apologizes on her 
son's behalf while I do on Leo's as we mutually agree to end the 
conflict with peace. 


"You're a great guardian, Ms. Manoban, though I understand how 
hard teenagers are to deal with," Ms. Rodrigo says as she's heading 
out to the school's parking lot with the three of us. 


"Thanks for being so understanding, Ms. Rodrigo," I smile, 
stopping before my car. 


Her freckled cheeks turn pink. "I hope the next time I see you, it's 
not within the school walls," Ms. Rodrigo flirts coquettishly and 
goes on to where her car is parked. 


"She likes you," Lily giggles, nudging me in the side. 


Leaning back against my car, I look at my sulking little brother. 
"Why did you fight with him? To be honest, I'm surprised more than 
annoyed." Because nobody in the Manoban family has temper 
issues. 


"He said you're a cheater-keeps spreading the false side of the 
story," Leo growls, fisting his hands by his side. 


"You should've ignored. Fighting doesn't prove anything right or 
wrong." 


"I did ignore him but he wouldn't stop telling everyone in the 
class that you're a criminal-you cheated. I know you didn't, Lisa!" he 
vents out and hugs me hard, crying against my chest. "Nobody can 
call my sister names. I hate it." 


My chest swells with the love for my brother. I knew he loved me 
but didn't know to what extent. 


"Hey, it's okay," I coo, caressing the back of his hair and wrapping 
an arm around him. "I don't care what others think about me 
anymore, Leo. Only you and Lily matter to me the most." 


"Lily and you matter the most to me too." He parts away and 
wipes his tears with the sleeve of his shirt. 


"Can I get a hug too?" After I nod, Lily hugs me tightly. "I love 
you, Lisa," she murmurs against my chest. 


"I love you, Lily-pie." My lips press on the top of her head. "How 
about we get pizza on our way home?" I suggest after Lily parts off 
from the hug. 


The twins nod. 


As I go to unlock my car door, I happen to see Jennie walking 
towards me. 


An average-height man in a suit follows her. Must be her 
assistant. 


"Hey," I smile, sliding my hands inside my coat pockets. 


"Hey." We're seeing each other after a couple of days. 


"What are you doing over here?" I ask and watch Lily whispering 
something to Leo. 


"The school wants me to talk about entrepreneurship to the 
aspiring students," Jennie answers. 


"That's nice." 


"I rejected the offer. Don't have time for Ted Talk." 


"Lily would've loved to hear you. She wants to do business too," I 
reply, slinging my arm around Lily's neck. 


Jennie glances back and forth at Lily and me. "You didn't mention 


having a teenage daughter," she murmurs. 


Leo cackles. "She's our sister." 


"Oh..." Jennie looks back and forth from Leo, Lily and me, 
probably trying to pick out the similarities. 


"Jennie, I'm only twenty-four. How would I have a teenage 
daughter?" I chuckle and she nods like she did the math in her 
head. 


"That's Leo, by the way," I tell her as I point out that little 
bastard. 


"You seem arrogant," Leo passes a rude comment as usual. 


"You too," Jennie sneers, pushing back her hair with the 
sunglasses. 


"I think you're an inspiration for many, including me, Ms. Kim. I 
hope you soon find the time to talk at my school," Lily says shyly. 


"How about you make it your dream to talk at your school 
someday? A successful entrepreneur doesn't hope, she aims," Jennie 
replies and that's the confidence Lily needs to become a successful 


businesswoman in the future. 


Jennie holds out a palm. "Give me your phone," her tone is bossy. 


"Why? " 


"We'd decided to exchange numbers." 


"Yeah... yeah. I totally forgot," I chuckle, retrieving my phone 
from my coat and handing it to her. 


Seconds later, she returns it. "You better have a password on your 
phone or someone's looting you someday." 


"I will. Thanks." 


"Got a meeting to attend. See you later." Jennie steps forward and 
presses her lips softly on mine. 


For a moment, I wonder if she isn't any more scared of getting 
clicked with me. "Bye," I grin, scratching my neck as I watch her, 
leave with her assistant. 


KA 


Chapter 12 


LISA 


"She kissed her right in front of us!" Leo tells Diana settled next to 
him on the couch of the living room. 


"Is she beautiful?" Diana bites the nail of her little finger, dressed 
in her favorite Mickey Mouse PJS. 


Lily nods and shows something on her phone to Diana. "She's 
intimidatingly inspiring too," Lily comments, leaning back against 
the armrest of the couch. 


"Well, I'm rather more beautiful and inspirational than her," 
Diana replies sassily, flipping her hair. 


"You're more arrogant than her," Leo scoffs. 


"Who brings space books for you, huh?" Diana pulls Leo's cheek. 


"You're more intimidating than her too," Leo smirks and Diana 
pulls his cheek harder. "Ow, fine! You're the hottest pussy here," he 
groans. 


"That's right." Diana grins, finally letting go of Leo's cheek. 


"Don't teach him filthy things," I holler from the kitchen across 
from the living room as I'm chopping down the button mushrooms 
for dinner. 


"He's a teenager-chill!" Diana yells. 


Drizzling some olive oil on a heated pan, I shout, "How about you 
give me a hand?" 


"Where do you want my hand?" Diana shouts back as she rises 
from the couch. 


Leo cracks up. Lily reddens. 


Diana giggles, padding over to the kitchen, and pauses next to 
me. "You know you're pretty fast for a bachelor girl." She watches 
me stir fry the marinated chicken cubes on the pan. 


My glare smacks her mischievous countenance. "You know you 
shouldn't talk dirty in front of them." 


I lift the lid of the pot to check on the tomato soup. "They're 
twelve," I remind her for the umpteenth time in this year, and put 
back the lid on the pot, turning off the flame. 


She retrieves an elastic from the back pocket of her short and 
pulls her long brown hair into a quick high bun. "They're aware of 


us fucking, so it's not a big deal anyway," her attempt at justifying 
herself fails, giving birth to a strong urge to school her uncensored 
mouth. 


She places a hand over her hip, shaking her head in disbelief. 
"And you're starting to act like their mother." 


A warm breath slithers out between my lips. "I guess 
guardianship does that to you." 


"I can't believe it's gonna be two years now..." she sighs. 


Sadness wraps around my chest, the taste of mourning still fresh 
on my tongue. "Yeah..." 


"Do you like her, Lisa?" 


"Who?" 


"Jennie," 


My heart skips a beat. "I think I do." 


"How long have you been seeing each other?" she grills me. 


I scratch the back of my neck, "We aren't exactly seeing each 
other," and quietly tell her everything that has happened between 
Jennie and me since that night at the club. 


"How dare her asshole friends to humiliate you like that?" she 
scowls, swatting my chest. 


"Look, I didn't wish to create a scene and spoil the restaurant's 
image." 


She exhales, pinching the bridge of her nose. "The restaurant's 
image is important as much as our employee's respect." 


"Lisa! Lisa! Jennie's calling you!" Lily yells from the living room. 


My heart does a somersault. I immediately abandon the dinner- 


making, knowing Diana will take care of it, and hurry to the couch. 


"Jennie," I say breathlessly, moving to the hallway of my room, 
then lean back against the wall. 


"Lisa," my name has a ring to it whenever she says it. "Did you 
have your dinner yet?" 


"No. You?" 


"No. I wanted to talk to you first." 


"You were hot today," I grin idiotically in the dark. 


"I'm hot every day." 


"Cocky." 


"I miss your cock," she flirts smoothly and I have to adjust myself 
in my jeans. 


"My cock misses your pussy too." 


She giggled. "You're such a flirt" 


"Who started?" I mocked. 


"Okay fine! Go ahead and eat, You might even eat me when you are 
hungry" Such a tease... 


"Okay, You also eat. Goodnight Jennie" 


"Goodnight Lisa" 


KKKKKK 


After doing the dishes, I head over to my bedroom located at the 


other end of the house. "Did they go to bed?" I ask Diana who sits 
with her back against the headboard of my bed. 


She stops reading, placing down the book on her lap, "Yes. Took 
their cells too," and points out the devices on my bedside table. 


"Good." My siblings share a room and it's right across from our 
parents' room. 


"I don't want her to replace me in your life, Lisa. We've been best 
friends for years," Diana murmurs, staring at the book in her lap. 


"Nobody can take anyone's place in anyone's life." 


Her head raises with a smile. "I love you." 


"I love you." My peck plants on her forehead while my hand 
reaches out for a pillow and blanket. 


"Where you going?" her brows scrunch. 


"TIl be sleeping on the couch from now on. Goodnight, Diana." 


KA 


Chapter 13 


LISA 


The doorbell rings. 


"Jen-" Her mouth shuts me up she enters my apartment, pushing 
me back. The door shuts behind her who kisses me like she's taking 
a dose of her addiction. Her purse drops to the floor, her greedy 
arms encircling my neck as she presses her hot, needy body against 
mine. 


My mouth is in dilemma, whether to kiss the shit out of her or to 
ask her about her surprise visit. 


I choose the former. 
The better, sexier option. 


My hands grab her ass, squeezing it hard and shoving my tongue 
inside her sweet little mouth. She pushes me farther down the small 
foyer until my back touches the behind of the couch. 


This smoldering woman is going to be the death of me. 


"Fuck me, Lisa," she commands after we pull away panting. 


"Ahuh .. ," I smile, my chest rising and falling in rhythm with her 
perky breasts. "How did you find that I live here?" 


"Got my ways," she replies, then tugs me against her by fisting the 
front of my shirt. "Now, will you fuck me already?" 


My cock twitches, growing to full mast. "You came here just to 
get fucked by me?" 


"I Missed you too. Also wanted to see your sparkling eyes." She 
chews her bottom lip, her expression straight compared to her 
sentimental response. 


"Then you should've hugged me." 


"If you don't want to fuck me, I'll go." Spinning on her heel, she 
starts to leave without hearing my answer. 


One foot forward, I grab her dainty wrist and jerk her back 
against my torso. This powerful woman wants me so desperately 
and my innate masculinity refuses to turn her down. I take her 
straight to my small bedroom and lock the door so my siblings don't 
walk in on us naked and sweaty in bed. 


She kicks off her heels and peels off her dress while I stand across 
from her, watching her strip off piece by piece the erotic sight 
throbs my eager cock. She shrugs off her unclasp of her bra and I 


pull mine overhead, then we step out of my pants and underwear. 


She removed her calvin klein bra and steps near me, tiptoeing to 
claim my lips like she owns them. 


And indeed, she does. 


"Top or behind?" I ask breathlessly. 


She smacks her lips. "Behind." 


My smirk pops in. "You really like to get fucked from behind, 
don't you?" 


"Only with you." Her diamond-hard nipples brush my bare breast 
nipple to nipple. 


My cock twitches against her toned navel and she glances down 
between us where the head of my cock is oozing out pre-cum. "She 
liked that," I grin when she looks back at me. 


I bend her over at the foot of my bed, her tight round ass 
becoming the feast of my eyes. Placing my foot beside her on the 
mattress, I collect her long dark hair and twist it around my wrist 
like the leash of a dog. My innate masculinity growls and turns on 
its dominance to serve her needs. I slide my cock through her 
drenched flaps, toying with her a little and suppressing the 
temptation to lick the delicious wetness gliding down her flawless 
legs 


Jennie is dripping wet for my cock and I'm iron hard for her 
pussy. 


Perfect. 


I plunge into her roughly, causing her to fist the sheets and moan 
out my name. "Fuck! I'm not wearing a condom!" I pull out 
immediately. 


"I'm on my birth control. Fuck me bare if you're too," her tone is 
authoritarian as usual. 


I re-enter her with greater force, relishing how her slick channel 
contracts around my bare cock Skin-to-skin with Jennie. Fuck, it's a 
feral and fatal drug. Turning me into an addict without even 
screwing the shit out of her tight little pussy. 


We're both damned. 


She bucks her hips, taking what she wants without shame, 
however, I stop her by a tug of her hair. This is my work to do and 
she understands that through a silent explanation. I start ramming 
into her, biting my lower lip while she moans, doing her job of 
simply lying there. My stomach tightens as I watch my cock 
thrusting in and out of her and the sound of my balls slapping 
against her ass blinds me with dark desire. 


This boss woman becomes so submitting before me, especially 


when my cock is getting squeezed deep inside her juicy warmth. 


In a couple of minutes, she reaches her climax and comes all over 
my thickened shaft, clutching the sheets and throwing back her 
head as she cries out my name. The tears of pleasure rolling down 
her flushed cheeks are all I need to let go and fill her with hot seed. 


She bounces on my unsated cock, doing all the work as I lay flat 
on my bed, observing the beads of sweat slide down the steep curve 
in her back. The sun is about to set and I'm still very high on 
pleasure; my room reeking of sex and passion clouding my gaze. 
Her hair pulled over her shoulder slips down, covering her back full 
and my blocking my sight of sighs. 


I sit up, pushing her hair over her shoulder, and grab her 
bouncing breasts, kneading them and pinching her pale pink 
nipples. 


"Lisaaaa... Fuck!" Her head falls back on my shoulder as she 
comes with curled toes for the third time today. 


"Fuck, Jennie!" It's imperative for my body to release right after, 
filling her with another load of my seed that drips down on the 
sheets. 


What we've done today is better than what we did at the club. 


We stay still for long moments, recovering some of our spent 
energy without needing a talk. 


Later, we're both dressed and heading out to the living room. 
"You sure you don't wanna eat something?" I ask her, wanting her 
to stay a little longer with me. 


She shakes her head. "I'm good, Lisa. Thanks." 


"Cool," I breathe, cupping the side of her defined neck and giving 
her a 'goodbye and want to see again’ kiss. 


"Go home safe. Text me when you reach unless you have a 
sadistic kink to torment me with worry." 


The corner of her mouth tilts. "Your cock was tormenting my 
pussy a couple of hours ago." 


I chuckle. "Well, that's... right." 


"I want to see you again," she tells, nestling in my touch. 


My thumb rubs her cheek. "You can see me as long as you want." 


"I should go." She steps back. "It's getting dark outside. Where are 
your siblings anyway?" 


I pick her purse from the floor and hand it to her. "Either hanging 
out with their friends or by themselves." 


"Oh." She tucks a damp hair behind her ear. 


"Want me to walk you down to your car?" I offer, slipping my 
hands in the back pocket of my jeans. 


"Just walk me to the door." 


I nod and do the needful. She pulls open the door and steps out, 
facing me. "Lisa. Take care." 


"Jennie. Please see me again." 


KH He 


Chapter 14 


LISA 


Jennie and I were having a fun late-night conversation as we lay 
in our beds, far from each other. She surprisingly was interested to 
learn about flowers and I was enthusiastically sharing my 
knowledge that Mom had passed down to me along with the shop. 
Well, it eventually led to us flirting, and just as we'd started talking 
dirty, I did a big, stupid mistake. 


I slept on her like a jerk! 


I woke up in the morning with a jolt and groaned into the pillow, 
wanting to punch myself in the face. She didn't send me a good 
morning text that indicated she was upset with me and I couldn't 
bring myself to message her out of mortification. My siblings 
thought I'd hit my head on the bathroom floor because I was calling 
myself an idiot during the drive to their school. 


My regular customers leave with delighted faces and just as I go 
to sit down, another customer enters. The teenager wants a bouquet 
of purple daisies and asks me to give him tips on how to ask out a 
crush. 


"Thanks, dude." He pats me on the shoulder and makes the 
payment. 


"Let me know if it works out for you," I smile and hand him the 
receipt. 


"Yep." He grins, collects the purple daisies wrapped in pink paper, 
and exits my shop. 


My cell chimes on the cash counter and my hand hastily reaches 
for it as my ass drops on the chair. 


Fr:[Jen] 
Apology accepted. 


I read her message. 


Earlier this morning, I'd sent a bunch of vibrant daisies to her 
office to make up for last night. That's a relief, I reply. 


To: [Jen] 
Finally, I can stop cursing at myself. 


Fr:[Jen] 
I'd slept right after that, so it's okay. And I didn't send you a good 
morning text because I was running late for work. 


To: [Jen] 
Oh... I thought you were upset with me. BTW, do you know what 
daisiies symbolizes? 


It takes her a minute to write me back. 


Fr:[Jen] 
I'm afraid I don't. (P.S. I was a bit upset but these flowers have made it 
up to me) 


I lean back in my chair, grinning at my phone screen. 


To:[Jen] 
Love... What we have for each other. 


Fr:[Jen] 
I can feel it... 


To: [Jen] 
My insides rouse with the same feeling. Me too. 


KKKKKKK KKK 


In the afternoon, Jennie shows up at my shop and takes me out 
on lunch. Later, she drives me home and I give her a tour since she 
didn't have time for it that day. A flower of adoration blossoms in 
my heart when she never once grimaces or passes a judgmental 
comment on my mediocre place compared to her rich lifestyle. 


We cuddle in my bed instead of the couch. There's a possibility of 
my siblings walking in on us in the living room. Her blazer and 
handbag are somewhere on the floor as we make out lazily for a 
while. 


"Lisa, do your parents not live with you and your siblings?" she 
asks, rubbing her crimson nails against each other as she gazes at 
the ceiling. 


An air of grief surrounds me. My fingers stop massaging her 
scalp. 


"They're dead, Jennie." 


Her head is raised from my chest and she sits sideways, seeming 
regretful about the posed question. Instead of saying anything, she 
strokes my cheek and I know that's her way of comforting me. She's 
bad at expressing and that's okay. 


Sitting straight against the headboard of the bed, "My parents 
would've adored you," I tell her and feel the tension mollify in my 
chest. 


She chuckles out of disbelief. "Doubt that." 


Building up a picture of my parents loving Jennie more than me 
is wholesome for my mind, banishing my angst for time being. 
"Trust me. They would've pampered you and talked good about you 
to others as if you were their daughter." 


The corner of her lip twitches and she rests her back on my chest, 
starting to hum a random tune. 


My fingers resume to massage her scalp, her hair is so silky. "Are 
you taking the rest of the day off?" 


She hums. "Do you work at the restaurant today?" 


"Yes," 


"TIl drop you there." 


"We're home!" My siblings' voice crashes into my room. 


Weren't they going to hang out with their friends after school? 


"TIl be back in a while," I say and peck her temple before 
climbing down the bed. 


My footsteps falter at the doorstep. "Don't make me wait too 
long." 


she sounds cute. 


Looking over my shoulder, "Cock block me if I dare to," I reply 
and close the door behind me, going to attend to my hungry 
siblings. 


KKKKKKKKK 


JENNIE 


"Sorry to disturb you, ma'am, but Mrs. Kim wants me to direct her 
call to you," my assistant enters my office in urgency. 


I look up from my computer and lean back in my glossy red 
leather armchair. "Please repeat what had I asked of you." 


"To ignore her calls and never direct them to you." 


"Then what is so difficult about that?" I raise an eyebrow at him. 


I'd blocked Mom because she was pissed at me for breaking up 
with Mino who she expected to be her future son-in-law. She told 
me to patch up with him and get engaged. Because that'll be the 
best for the Kim family prestige and business empire, and her 
reputation. None of her so far has involved what's best for me. 


Goddammit, I don't know why did I try to please her by dating 
that fucking loser. 


"Mrs. Kim is repeatedly calling me and telling me to direct her 
call to you. I think you should talk to her once," he murmurs. 


"Do you want me to fire you? Because I'm in a really bad mood." 


"Forgive me, ma'am, but you never are in a good mood." 


"And you'll never see me in a good mood," I say sternly, sitting 
straight in my armchair. "Now, leave in five seconds." 


KkKKKK KKK 


I pull open the door of her flower shop and step inside, knocking 
on the hard glass. "May I have an appointment with Ms. Manoban?" 


Lisa stops working on her computer and smiles at me before 
rounding the small cash counter. 


The door slowly shuts behind me as I move toward her and 
accept her mouth that comes crashing down on mine. She wraps my 
leg around her narrow waist, lifting me off the floor and placing me 
on top of the glass counter. My legs tighten around her torso, 
pulling her closer and my hands itching with craving dig into her 
soft hair. 


"I missed you," she murmurs, gripping the back of my neck and 
tilting my head to the left as she deepens the kiss. It's been a week 
since we've last seen each other. 


Her tongue meets mine and we both moan-the powerful passion 
between us driving us crazy. 


Never have I ever felt such a strong intimacy with any of the 
previous men/women I've been with. 


"I missed you," I whisper against her lips. 


Lisa is the fresh spring whose warmth thaws my winter snow. 


"How was your day?" She pulls away breathlessly. I like how she 
asks me that every single day. 


"Shitty until now," I smile, brushing off her messy bangs. 


"You should smile more often." She tucks a hair behind my ear. 


"How was your day?" My tongue licks across my bottom lip. 


"Shitty until you walked in through that door." She smiles. After 
her kind and caring nature, her smile are the most attractive part 
about her. 


Her hell of a skillful dick follows next. 


The door opens and her siblings enter with shopping bags. "Do 
you want us to buy some more groceries?" Leo asks coolly. Lisa sets 
me down and scratches her neck. 


"No " 


"Hi, Ms. Kim" Lily awkwardly smiles and waves a hand at me. 


"Please call me Jennie," I tell her and she nods. 


Lily mirrors Lisa a lot by personality. But if this little lady wants 
to be an entrepreneur someday, she needs to toughen up and 
exercise confidence. 


"Would you like to have dinner with us, Jennie?" Lily offers 
sweetly. 


Before I can turn down the offer, Lisa answers on my behalf. 
"Jennie only eats gluten-free food, Lily-pie." 


"Rich people tantrums," Leo snickers. What an annoying brat. 


I refuse to argue with a child and clear my throat. "I'd like to but I 
have a dinner meeting with the organizer of the contest my 
company is sponsoring," I tell Lily and turn to Lisa. 


"Speaking of... you must've heard about that contest." 


"Which?" Lisa doesn't seem to know what I'm talking about. 


"Paintbrush." 


Something flickers in her eyes. As if she has recalled a painful 
memory. A memory she should have not gone back to. 


"I know it's a sensitive subject that I shouldn't have touched but I 
think you should take part in it. The registration begins tomorrow." 


Unlike last time, Lisa hides her silent pain beneath a sunshine 
smile instead of getting pissed with the mention. 


"Thanks for the suggestion but I don't think I can. I haven't 
painted anything for nearly two years." 


"No problem. Just wanted to let you know about it." 


"Lisa," Leo says. "You should participate because that's the only 
way you'll be able to move on." 


"I agree with Leo. That's what Mom and Dad would want for you 
too," Lily gently expresses her opinion. 


I don't want to be the nosey little bitch and ask Lisa what does 
Leo means. However, it's good to see that her siblings care about 
her. 


"TIl call you later tonight." Lisa kisses my cheek and honestly, if I 
was in her place, I'd have diverted the subject too. 


"Sure," I smile to lighten up her mood and kiss her jawline. 


I exit her shop and step out on the sidewalk, letting out a sigh. I 
don't know if I did the right thing by informing her about the 
contest. It was so impulsive of me to do that and I wonder if I have 
destroyed what we've found-changed the climate back to winter 
from Spring. 


Ugh! 


I shouldn't have tried being nice when I don't know how to be. 
Was suggesting that to her even a nice thing to do? Or did I 
foolishly unlock the door she'd kept locked for years? Did I blindly 
step on the wrong stone and spoil what we have found? 


With another sigh, I retrieve my phone from my pants and call 
my driver to pick me up. 


Someone taps my back as I'm waiting for my car. I turn around 
and find the twins. 


Are they here to yell at me for indirectly hurting their sister? 


"Thank you for bringing up the contest before we could. It may 
not be the rightest thing to do but it was nice of you," Lily says. 


Leo expands, "We were trying to convince Lisa to participate in 
the contest for the last two years and she'd dismiss it right away." 


"Has she participated before?" I don't know what else to reply. 


"Yes." Lily's expression drops as if it's an equally terrible memory 
for her. 


Leo slides his hands in the coat. "Can you rich people fetch some 
time for someone you care? Unless you don't care about Lisa." 


My eyes narrow at him. "Get straight on the point." 


"Tomorrow is our parents' death anniversary. Lisa will feel better 
if you're there with her," Leo tells. 


My car arrives on the lane beside the sidewalk and my driver 
opens the door for me. 


"Message me the place and time. I'll see if I can make changes in 
my schedule." I retrieve my business card from my blazer and hand 
it over to Lily before climbing inside my car. 


KA 


Chapter 15 


LISA 


Outside the graveyard, Bambam is standing tall with his hands 
inside his jacket pockets. "Diana called me over," he answers before 
I can ask him. 


Diana frowns. "I never did. Just told you the reason why I wasn't 
going to hang out with you today." She crosses her arms over her 
chest and gazes at him from top to bottom. "Why would you wear a 
suit? It's not a funeral." 


Bambam stretches out his arms wide. "This is the only black outfit 
I have." 


"What's the point of being rich when you don't have fucking black 
outfits apart from suits?" she scowls. 


He pinches the bridge of his nose. "Jesus, don't curse at a 
graveyard." 


"That's sexist." 


"How?" 


"Guys, can we head in? I got work after this," I say, glancing at 
my grandfather's wristwatch. 


My friends nod. Sigh. 


"Wait a minute. Jennie must be on her way," Leo blurts. 


"There she is!" Lily points at a young woman stepping out of a 
sleek black car. 


My heart skips a beat. I had no idea about her coming over today, 
especially here. She didn't mention it over the phone last night, so 
I'm guessing my siblings must have asked her to keep it a secret. To 
surprise me with her visit. And indeed, their plan has worked. 


A ball of fuzzy warmth unwinds in my chest. I'm grateful that she 
could fetch some time for me from her super busy schedule. Her 
presence means a lot just as much Bambam does, though that 
asshole didn't have any schedule to change. Except for his date with 
Diana. 


"Ms. Kim is so elegant!" Lily cups her cheeks. 


Jennie walks over to the entrance of the graveyard, carrying a 
large bouquet of white roses in her hands. 


"It's not sunny to wear a hat," Leo passes an unnecessary comment 
at Jennie. 


"I know but it complements my dress," Jennie replies. 


She then looks at Lily, "That's a lovely dress," who blushes after 
receiving praise from her role model. 


Diana stretches out a hand. "Hi, I'm Diana. Lisa's best friend." 


Jennie doesn't reciprocate the greeting, retaining her usual 
distance from strangers. "I know." 


Diana pulls her hand back, drawing it into a fist, and smiles tight. 
"Of course, you do." 


It's crystal clear Diana doesn't like Jennie and vice versa. The air 
around us has thickened with the tension caused by their cold war. 
It makes me wonder if the others can feel it too. 


"Hey, Jennie! Tell me you remember me," Bambam cheers. 


"I don't," Jennie replied. 


His broad shoulders slump forward in defeat. "How do you not 
know me? I'm Bambam the guy who attended your every birthday 
party until you stopped throwing them after eighteen." 


"Man, you need to chill," Leo laughs, patting Bambam's back. 


"Let's head in, Lisa." Diana links her arm with mine as we enter 
the graveyard with the rest hopefully following us. 


The tombstones of my parents are in the center area of the 
graveyard. Lily takes out a bunch of fresh white lilies from a tutu 
bag and offers each to the five of us. We lay down the flowers on 
the grass in front of the headstone and pray silently. 


"Lisa has grown into a woman, Mom, and Dad. Honestly and 
hilariously, she has become our third parent and I sometimes miss 
my cool big sis," Leo talks to the headstones as he stands right 
beside me. 


Diana and Bambam laugh in the background. 


"In the beginning, it was hard for Lisa to step into a guardian's 
shoes, however, I'm glad the social services let us stay with her. She 
always puts us first and despite getting exhausted, she never 
complains about the heavy responsibility put on her shoulders. So 
please be proud of her just as much Leo and I are," Lily speaks and 
smiles at our parents. 


I pat the top of their heads. "Please be proud of them too. They're 
just twelve but already acting like adults. I'm glad they weren't 
separated from me." 


Diana flings her arm around my neck, grinning at the tombstones. 
"Auntie and Uncle, Lisa and I are still best buddies and we miss you 
every single day. Don't worry, I've got your innocent daughter's 
back, and as I assure you each year that nobody can touch her hair 
with me around." 


A laugh bubbles in my chest. "You haven't signed up to be my 
bodyguard. Besides, I'm not innocent," I say, poking her forehead 
with two of my fingers. 


Bambam further introduces himself to my parents. "Hi, Mr. & 
Mrs. Manoban! You may know me as Bambam The Heartthrob Of 
New York. Well, Lisa and I've been friends for only a few months, 
yet I strongly believe that we're gonna last long. Your daughter is 
officially going to be my best woman at my wedding with Diana." 


Diana steps near him. "I'm never marrying you, asshole, except 
for in your cringe as fuck dreams," she growls, smacking his arm. 


His cocky grin grows as he leans into her. "My fortune reader said 
I'm going to marry the love of my life who'll also be my soulmate." 


Diana rolls her eyes. 


The twins guffaw, throwing back their heads and holding their 
tummy. 


My gaze docks on Jennie. She's still standing with the bouquet in 
her hands. "Have you bought it for someone else?" My lips brush 
against the soft shell of her ear as I whisper. 


She startles a little. "No, your parents." 


"Then why aren't you offering it to them?" I chuckle. 


"Can we please do it together?" Jennie murmurs. 


"Okay," I smile, placing my hand on the small of her back. We 
kneel in front of the tombstones and set the bouquet in between 
them. 


"Hello, Mr. & Mrs. Manoban. You must know me as Jennie Kim I 
just want to appreciate how you both have done an excellent job at 
raising your daughter. Lisa is so good that I sometimes envy her but 
for the most part, I like her," Jennie speaks to my parents' 
headstones. 


Jennie is damn adorable. Sometimes I wonder is this the same 
woman who comes off as steely and bossy to the rest of the world. 
Because whenever she's with me, she's very vulnerable. But do not 
mistake that with me viewing her as a weak woman. 


If anything, she's the strongest woman I have ever met. 


"Just so you know, Mom and Dad, I like Jennie as much." 
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Chapter 16 


LISA 


The six of us arrive at my apartment. Diana makes us some coffee 
and offers the frosted cupcakes that she'd brought over earlier this 
morning. Except for Jennie and me, the rest enjoy the box of 
cupcakes, since we aren't big fans of sweets. 


I finish my cup of coffee and set it down on the kitchen table 
before padding over to the living room. 


Jennie soon joins me on the couch. "Did their conversation bore 
you?" I chuckle. 


Jennie sighs, spreading her palms on her thighs. "They're talking 
about films and film stars-I'm not much into that." 


"Why not?" My head cocks slightly. "You must know a lot of 
celebrities." 


The tip of her pink tongue sweeps her bottom lip. "I've met 
countless of them ever since I was a child but none of them are my 
friends." 


"Sometimes it's best not to have a friend than be around someone 
who puts on a show." I said. 


"I know, but I've always been so desperately lonely." 


My hand reaches for her and squeezes it. "You have me, Jennie," I 
mean it when I say. 


She squeezes my hand back. "How did your parents...?" Sincere 
concern gleams in her artistic brown orbs. 


"In an accident," I answer and swallow hard. "An ambulance came 
out of nowhere and hit their car until it went crashing through the 
window of a local shop." 


"I saw that accident being reported on T.V." 


"Yeah. Since several people were severely injured and a few died 
on the spot, the accident became breaking news. The hospital 
whose ambulance was accountable for the accident paid ample to 
the families of the injured and dead. Whereas the injured driver and 
his companion were arrested," I explain and exhale deeply, striving 
not to recall that terrifying memory that still gives me chills. 


Sometimes panic attacks even. 


"I was unaware in Boston and when I received the call from the 
cops, I took the earliest flight here." 


Jennie is a good listener and lets me proceed further. "Since I was 
only twenty-one and unemployed, the social services were highly 
doubtful about allowing my nine-year-old siblings to stay under my 
care. I didn't want them separated from me and I was afraid they 
wouldn't be treated right in the foster homes." 


"As Dad had left the house and a good inheritance while Mom 
had left the flower shop to me, the social services permitted my 
siblings to be in my custody. They watched over us for a few 
months after I'd moved back here and once they were satisfied with 
my duty, they never again checked on us." 


"I'm sorry you went through that all alone, Lisa. The weight of the 
responsibility must've pressed you down," she murmurs, her soft 
thumb stroking my knuckles as if she wants to soothe my scars of 
the past. 


"It was hard initially, but after the social services stopped 
checking on us, Diana came along and was there for me. It made me 
acclimatize faster and keep going no matter what. I'm indebted to 
her for the rest of my life." 


She squeezes my hand again. "Good to know that." 


"Are you guys dating?" 


Our heads turn in the front. 


Bambam sits down on a dining chair that he has brought from the 
kitchen. His curious gaze lingers at Jennie and my joined hands. 


"We aren't." Flustered, Jennie pulls her hand and places it on top 
of her crossed legs. 


We haven't discussed dating yet as we've slept together only twice 
excluding the phone sex so far. But if we're going to talk about the 
passion between us, it's fucking crazy and so overpowering I'd never 
be able to put it into words. 


"So you're just having casual sex with Lisa?" Diana brings another 
chair and settles next to Bambam. 


"Just going with the flow," I answer on behalf of Jennie. 


"That never ends well." Leo steps into the living room with Lily 
and plops down a bean bag. 


"You talk like you got experience with that," I scoff, leaning back 
on the couch. 


"Well, what can I say? I'm a very good observer," Leo grins 
cockily. 


"Lisa." Lily fills the space beside me on the couch. "Have you 
decided whether or not you'll register for Paintbrush?" 


"Wait, she's seriously deciding to enter that shit contest despite 
how things ended in the past?" Just the mention of me participating 
in the contest is a bombshell dropped on Diana. 


She sits straighter in the chair, looking at me straight in the eye. 
"Trust me, Lisa, I'm all for you to get back to painting and move on, 
but for fuck's sake, I'm shit scared about history repeating itself." 


"Damn, she paints?" Bambam amuses, glancing back and forth at 
Diana and me. 


"My girl is a professional painter," Diana tells that with pride. 


"Lisa is my girl," Bambam frowns, and another unending banter of 
theirs begins. 


"What have you decided?" Jennie asks me amidst the chaos 
around us. 


My fingers rub my jaw. "I think I'm ready to register." 


This isn't an overnight decision. A part of me has been wanting to 
re-enter the contest-as Leo said that's the only way I can overcome 
my past and move forward in my paused life. Even if victory doesn't 
show up at my doorstep, I'd at least be able to paint without fear. 
I'd be able to reignite the fire extinguished inside of me. My passion 
for creating one of the best paintings the world has ever seen. And 
perhaps, my parents will be proud of me for moving on finally. 


"Are you sure?" Lily asks me. 


I nod. 


"Wonderful!" Lily claps, beaming. "Let's get you registered!" She 
waltzes out of the living room, probably to get my laptop. 


"You have made the right decision," Leo smiles and leans over the 
coffee table to give me a fist bump. 


"Thanks, Dad," I razz, and we both laugh. 


"Lisa," Jennie coos, and I look at her with adoration. "I'm happy 
for you." Her smile reaches her eyes, and damn, I'll be craving for 
that smile for God knows how long. 
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Chapter 17 


JENNIE 


For over ten minutes, Lisa gapes at her laptop screen. She's been 
re-checking the list of the selected fifty candidates where hee name 
is right at the top. It's six in the autumnal evening and we're inside 
her shop (closed for the day), seated on the chairs behind the 
counter. Not fair how her laptop is getting more of her attention 
than I am. 


"Ugh, stop staring at the laptop screen," I groan, placing a hand 
over her eyes and with the other, I shut down the laptop. "The list 
isn't going to change no matter how many times you check it." 


She holds my wrist, sliding my hand down her eyes and kisses the 
inside of it. "I'm astonished how come my name is listed at the top 
when I'd registered for the online audition at the very last minute." 


Instead of lying and betraying her trust, I choose to speak the 
truth. For three reasons: 1) I wouldn't want her to experience 
betrayal unlike me. 2) I do not intend to jeopardize whatever we 
have. 3) She's sincere to me and I intend to be the same to her. 


My fingers twist in my lap, afraid she might not digest it well. "I'd 
submitted your name beforehand... since I didn't know if you'd 


change your mind and I didn't want you to lose the chance either." 


She remains as calm as a cucumber when she should bark at me. 
"That's kinda cheating." 


"I call it a reservation." 


"What if I hadn't changed my mind? The reservation would be a 
waste." 


"No worries. Another candidate would've been selected." 


She sighs, turning her chair sideways. "I'm not pissed at you 
because I know your intention was good. But, I feel awful. There 
must be more deserving candidates who had registered sooner, yet 
neither got selected only due to my reservation." 


I turn my chair sideways, encircling my arms in her neck. "Honey, 
you should take some advantage of sleeping with me." 


"Did you just joke and call me "Honey" for the first time?" 
Amusement twinkles in her eyes as she pushes a hair behind my 
ear. 


"It wasn't a joke and should I not call you that? Or do you prefer 
something else? Because I haven't called any of my exes that." 


My gaze averts to the floor, and I feel mortified about that word 
slipping out of my mouth. 


"I'd never want to take advantage of sleeping with you, and well, 
I prefer something dirty." Her hand squeezes my thigh, her voice 
silvery. 


Heat builds in my cheeks. I haven't blushed for anyone except for 
the guy who took my virginity, though he wasn't like Lisa in any 
aspect. 


Lisa is so far the best woman and best sex for me. 


Gathering myself, I raise my gaze to meet her intense one. This 
woman makes me vulnerable in a good way. "Aren't we going off- 
topic?" 


"Perhaps." Lisa chuckles, and God, that's the sexiest chuckle to 
have ever existed.. 


She never needs to do anything to attract me. She just pulls me 
towards her unknowingly. 


"Anyway, I mean the world we live in is cruel, so it's okay to take 
the easier path sometimes. Anyone who knows someone with bigger 
connections will take advantage of it to climb higher on the ladder. 
I'm not saying it's right but it's not wrong either. I only want to help 
you." 


"I know, and just so you know, the world is painted with 
beautiful colors too." 


How could she say that despite going through disastrous 
circumstances in her life? 


"Have I broken your trust?" I'm afraid I might have only by trying 
to be nice to her at least in my perspective. 


"You haven't. Don't worry."She plants a cotton-soft peck on my 
cheek. 


"Though promise me that hereafter you won't use the power of 
your position to help me in any way throughout the contest." 


"I promise you. And I can prove it too." 


Standing up, I kick my chair behind with my foot. Her gaze is 
piqued with interest as I kneel before her, and when my fingers 
undo the fly of snug jeans, she knows exactly what I'm up to. I don't 
enjoy oral sex much, yet I'm thrilled to try it with Lisa. 


Most importantly, I want to show her that she can trust me just as 
much I trust her. 


I pull her jeans along with her boxers down to her ankles and 
hold her large, hard cock that fills me with so much milk. 


Dark desire flickers in her blues. "You gave me a boner when you 
called me Honey." 


"Honey, do you want me to help you a little with your boner?" I 
ask seductively, giving a quick, teasing stroke to her shaft. 


"Don't you want to paint my mouth with your come?" I kiss the 
tip of her cock, sliding my tongue inside the slit then drag it down, 
wetting her with my salvia. 


She groans. "Fuck, Jennie. Just take me in your fucking mouth or 
I'm gonna have fucking blue balls." She bucks her narrow hips, 
shoving her cock inside my mouth and groans again. 


Despite not having sucked many dicks, I do know how to give a 
head that pleases a man/woman. Holding her in one hand, I stroke 
her as well as suck her fast and hard. My other hand reaches out for 
her balls, massaging them. 


She collects my long hair, wrapping it around her wrist. She 
pushes my mouth down on her dick, smeared with my lipstick, until 
it hits the back of my throat. 


I almost gag. 


"Sweet God, you make me feel damn good." She releases a 
guttural grunt as she thrusts herself down my throat over and over 
until hot tears are rolling down my cheeks. 


The pleasure is for both of us. My panties growing wet for her 
while her orgasm is building up. 


"I want you to swallow every last drop as I paint your mouth." 


Holy shit, it's sexier when Lisa gets all dirty and dominant. 
Something is either wrong with me or my preference has changed 
because I didn't prefer women dominant in bed. 


Lisa is fucking perfect. She perfectly balances being a mature, 
kind, and a dirty, dominant woman. 


An artist truly. 


Her balls tighten in my hand while her cock throbs and thickens 
inside my mouth. She curses, tugging at my hair as she paints my 
throat with her warm color. Her cock squirts out of my mouth and I 
look up at her, swallowing every drop of it. 


"You're the first woman whose come I've swallowed," I confess 
and deliberately lick my lips. 


"I'm honored to be your first." She releases my hair and pulls me 
up on her lap, making me straddle her. 


The evening is dark outside plus the tinted glass doors of her shop 
restrict the people passing from peeping in. 


"Move-in with me?" I suggest, laying my hands over her powerful 
shoulders. "I can turn one of the rooms in my apartment into a 
studio where you can paint and I can watch you from the doorstep." 


"Actually, I was planning to sell my place and use my parents’ 
health insurance money to buy an apartment with a studio." 


"The rates are very high this year." 


"I'd also use what was provided by the hospital responsible for the 
accident-I never planned to use that blood money though," she says, 
resting her hands over my hips where my pencil skirt is now 
bunched up. 


"And you don't have to. Move-in with me and keep your 
apartment. Invest that insurance money into your siblings’ 
education." 


"That's generous of you, Honey. However, I need to discuss it 
with my siblings first." 


"Right, okay." I get down her lap. 


"I'm not done with you yet." Lisa soars from the chair and bends 
me over the counter with my palms resting beside my face. 


She pushes my panties aside before plunging her semi that 
becomes full mast once deep inside of me. 


"Mmm, good for me." 
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Chapter 18 


LISA 


My siblings and I spend the day packing our stuff-good that they 
didn't have school today. I'm only planning to stay at Jennie's place 
for time being and once the contest is over, I'd move out, and 
hopefully, the real estate rates must've gone down by then. 


Because deep down, I feel like a burden. Not financially strong to 
get me a bigger place. I'm not a woman who feels embarrassed 
about moving into her girlfriend's place, but the fact is, Jennie and I 
aren't dating. Besides, she has already done a lot for me, especially 
when she made changes in her schedule to be there with me on my 
parents’ death anniversary-I feel like I've given her nothing. At all. 


Jennie's penthouse building isn't far and it's one of the 
ostentatious construction in the city. 


A middle-aged man in a pantsuit standing on the sidewalk 
politely calls me out. He introduces himself as Jennie's driver, 
further telling me that he'll park the and bring over our stuff. 


The lobby of the tall building screams of wealth and smells of 
power. A sleek elevator gives a delightful ride to our destination. I 
punch in the code that she'd texted me in the morning. My siblings 
are enthralled with the grandiose interiors as we step into the 
spacious foyer. 


"Lisa." A flower table is set in the center of the foyer and right 
behind it, she's waiting for me. 


"Jennie." I cross the barrier between us and cup her face, giving 
her a chaste kiss. 


"You're smiling... Did something good happen?" My hands slide 
down her blooming cheeks to her small waist. 


Her palms lay flat on my chest as she shakes her head. "Just 
happy you're moving in with me. Is that weird?" 


"No, and honestly I was having weird thoughts on my way here 
but... after seeing you smiling like that, I'm happy," I confess and 
smile against her pale pink lips. 


"What sort of weird thoughts?" 


"Nothing you should worry about." 


"Okay." She steps aside to welcome my siblings. One's awkward 
while the other's cool. 


"Let's head in," she beckons at them and holds my hand, walking 
me to her large living room. Across from there is an open, 
immaculate modern kitchen with a breakfast bar and a dining table 
for ten. 


"Do you guys want a tour first or would you like to freshen up?" 
She asks my siblings. Nice, they aren't seeming a bother to her. 
Now, I can bury my worry. 


"Tour please!" they beam together. Jennie chuckles softly. 


"Follow me." She's certainly in an excellent mood today. 


She shows them their brand-new rooms full of luxury, and they're 
delighted with finally getting to have privacy. They've got a smart 
T.V plus PlayStation I doubt they'd ever step out of their rooms or 
keep up with their grades in school. I need to make sure neither of 
that happens. 


We climb a flight of stairs and down the hallway is her master 
bedroom. It has a walk-in closet, a bathroom with a floor-to-ceiling 
window that offers a spectacular city view. She further guides us to 
her home office, followed by the balcony. It has an outdoor 
barbecue, a stocked-up minibar, and a fire pit surrounded by 
wingbacks. 


"Close your eyes," she commands like the boss that she is. I obey 
without bombarding her with questions. "Good girl." My siblings 
chortle behind me at the comment. 


Jennie laces our fingers together, taking me somewhere on the 
same floor of her palatial penthouse. 


"Oh goodness!" Lily and Leo exclaim together. "Holy Uranus!" 


My impatient eyes reopen and am flabbergasted with what she 
has done for me. The room is cleverly designed in different shades 
of blue with the window displaying the outside world, and there's 
everything an artist needs in her studio. 


My first studio.. 


Fuck. 


LISA'S WORLD. 


Those silver letters probably carved out of wood are nailed on the 
wall behind my work desk. 


"This room was always empty and I never knew what to do with 
it until... I hope it's up to the mark," Jennie murmurs nervously. 


"It's perfect!" I smile, squeezing her slightly shivering hands. "I'm 
blown away how soon you've managed to turn it into a studio." 


She squeezes my hands back. "Your studio." 


My lips press against her forehead. "Thank you, My Muse." 


The four of us head back to the living room below. A middle-aged 
woman welcomes us and introduces herself as Karen, the 
housekeeper. 


"Your siblings' and your stuff is moved into your respective 
rooms, Ms. Manoban," Karen informs me in a polite tone. 


She then looks at Jennie. "What would you like for dinner, Ms. 
Kim?" 


Instead of answering her housekeeper, Jennie speaks to my 
siblings. "Whatever you want to eat, tell that to Karen. Okay?" 


Leo and Lily nod, elated with the treatment provided. Karen 
chuckles at their excitement as they tell her all that they want for 
dinner tonight. 


"How about you, Ms. Manoban?" Jennie crawls up her long 
fingers on my chest. She tilts her head slightly, looking like a 
temptress who has come into the ship of my life, not to drown it but 
to paint it. 


"I'd tell you what I want for dinner if you let me have you for 
dessert," I smirk, giving her perky round ass a teasing squeeze. 


"Deal," she smirks, sounding so badass that I'd fuck her right now 
only if we weren't around people. 


"Deal, Ms. Kim." 


KA 


Chapter 19 


JENNIE 


In the conference room, I sit on the head chair, gazing at the 
picture of Lisa holding me in her embrace. It was clicked by some 
paparazzi outside the flower shop. 


Our faces are clear enough for people to recognize us, and the 
picture was probably taken some evening last week. 


"The anonymous identity is asking for a million in exchange for 
not releasing the picture online." My assistant, standing next to the 
projector screen, speaks. 


"Shut him up with two but that picture should be taken down," I 
command Jinu, loud and clear. 


"Yes, ma'am." He nods, locking his arms behind. 


I stand and button my blazer. "When is my next meeting for the 


day?" 


"After lunch." 


"Get this settled today itself." I point at the screen, reminding him 
strictly. 


He nods. 


I'm not embarrassed about getting clicked with Lisa I just don't 
want to drag her into shit that in turn will affect her siblings. I 
wouldn't claim to have a 'great' bond with her siblings but I know 
how much she loves them. Thus, I wouldn't want them being 
followed by those bugging paparazzi only because Lisa got clicked 
with me. 


I enter my office on the floor above and see someone occupying 
one of the chairs across from my desk. 


"What are you doing over here?" I ask as I pass by the uninvited 
guest to sit down on my throne. 


"When are you getting rid of that attitude?" Taeyung frowns, 
dressed in a dark Armani suit. A huge gold watch rests on his wrist 
and his black hair is slicked behind. 


Women mistake him for being handsome and gentlemanly but 
only I know what a cunning, calculating bastard my older brother 
is. 


A devil in a human's skin. 


"When are you getting rid of yours?" I shoot back at him, 
interlocking my hands on the desk. 


"You should stop dressing like a man and being a disgrace to the 
Kim family." 


"With that sexist mindset of yours, no woman will marry you. 
Besides, I prefer suits more than tight skirts inside the company.." 


Tae smirks. "All I need is a trophy wife because I'm not 
particularly interested in playing the best husband." 


This man cannot love anyone in any way. Not our parents, not his 
asshole friends, and certainly not me. Never have I ever seen him 
affectionate towards women unless it's for show. The only three 
things he loves the most are wealth, power, and himself. He'd throw 
anyone under the bus to get what he wants, especially me. 


"Good for you then. Now, if you have something better to say, 
please do that or leave." 


1 


"Give up on your rights in the Lee's.' 


Ha, I knew it! 


Lee Holdings Company, our family company, was started by my 
great grandfather. The legacy was passed down exclusively to the 
first male child in the household. My mother being the first-born 
female child chose to continue the chain by marrying a man to look 
after the company and blindly gave him all the goddamned rights 
that were supposed to be only hers. 


As much as I hate her old-fashioned and sexist mindset, I know 
I'm in no position to judge her for being a stay-at-home wife. I 
might look like her but I certainly am not the kind of a woman that 
she is. I know what I want and I never give up on my rights. 


Sitting straighter in my armchair, I reply in a steely tone. "Let me 
repeat it for one last time, I won't." 


"You will." Taeyung slams a hand on the desk, becoming furious 
within seconds. 


"Stop being a selfish bitch for once in your life. You never wanted 
anything in the company to begin with anyway." His face becomes 
slightly red because of the anger seething inside of him. 


"Told you, I changed my mind." 


I'd decided to give up on my rights in the Lee once I make it big 
in the corporate world. I wanted my parents to acknowledge my 
achievements but they never did. Unless it was for showing me off 
at parties. They never were proud of me and I hated their 
unmistakable favoritism towards Taeyung, the so-called heir of the 
Lee and Kim bloodline. 


Whereas I was sidelined ever since my parents conceived me. No 
matter how much I tried to impress them, they wouldn't pay me 
attention and used me as yet another trophy on their shelf. 


Taeyung shoves off the stuff on my desk as he soars to his feet, 
sending a shiver down my spine. "Lee's Holdings Company is mine 
and mine alone! Stop being a pain in the ass and hand over your 
rights to me!" 


"You're the CEO, what else do you want, Taeyung?" I scoff and 
shake my head in disappointment. 


"You got your own fucking company, what else do you want?" he 
growls, spreading out his arms. 


"Is there any end to your greed? Or will you continue being 
jealous of how our parents prefer me over you? Seriously, what a 
waste of them raising you well when you had to end up as a gold 
digger and a backstabbing whore. Yes, everybody knows you've 
cheated on Mino and didn't care about the humiliation you brought 
to the Kim's family." 


Holding back the tears in my eyes, I stand and go to the door, 
holding it open for him. No point in explaining things to someone 
who only cares if it benefits him. 


"Get out, Taeyung." 


Taeyung strides over and shuts the door before grabbing my 
throat and pushing me back against the wall. "I'm done playing 
nice." 


His intimidating brown eyes tear down my courage. "The papers 
will be delivered to you in two days and I want you to sign them. Is 
that clear?" his tone is clipped. 


I refuse to answer. My fingers wrap around his wrist, trying to 
undo his grasp on my throat. 


"Is that clear?" he repeats, more threateningly this time, and 
squeezes my throat. 


"Because I can kill you right now and get away with it but I'd hate 
to have your corrupted Kim's blood on my hands." 


KKkKKKK KKK 


For the rest of the day at work, I pretend as if nothing's wrong 
and wrap a scarf around my neck for covering the fresh bruise. This 
is the second time Taeyung has hurt me physically and I hate that I 
let him. I wouldn't mind taking legal action against him but he's 
powerful enough to get away with anything. Besides, everyone's 
going to blame me anyway for playing the victim card. 


After all, I'm the black sheep of the herd. 


I step into my kitchen, filling a glass of water under the tap. My 
gaze is clouded with intoxication and my body is drained out of 
energy. 


"You're home finally." Lisa's voice approaches me from behind. 


I finish my water and place the glass in the sink before turning 
around. "You're awake yet." 


She stands across from the kitchen counter with her hands in her 
hoodie. "Was waiting for you." 


"Didn't have to." Dismissing the conversation right there, I ascend 
the stairs to my bedroom and almost trip over in the hallway. 


"Are you drunk?" Lisa follows me inside the room. 


"Doesn't matter if I am." Kicking off my heels, I drop my bag to 
the floor. 


"Jennie." Lisa steps near me, seeming concerned. "What's wrong? 
You didn't return my calls or messages or cared to inform me that 
you won't be home until midnight. I was worried about you..." 


My shaky feet step back. "We aren't dating-stop acting like you're 
my girlfriend! S-stop interfering in my life!" I slur angrily. 


She chuckles out of disbelief. "Where's this coming from?" 


"Let me make this clear: I don't care about you unless we're 
fucking in bed. Outside it, we're nothing more than strangers living 
under the same roof. So do me a favor by staying within your 
limits." 


She stares at me for a minute before she sighs and nods. "Alright. 
Forgive me for worrying about you." With that, she grabs a pillow 
and leaves. 


I enter my bathroom, strip off my ladysuit and stand under the 
hot shower. The water droplets rain on my skin and my teeth sink 
into the inside of my cheek as my bruised throat is set on fire. I 
scream my lungs out, grateful to the shower for suppressing my 
voice, and burst into cries as I slide down the tiled wall, pulling my 
knees to my chest. 


KA 


Chapter 20 


LISA 


Jennie hasn't joined us for breakfast for three days straight, and I 
wonder the reason for the sudden change in her behavior. We aren't 
dating, still, we care for each other, so why would she venom all 
that? If she never cared about me outside the bed, she wouldn't 
have been there with me on my parents’ death anniversary or 
helped me out with the contest, or convinced me to move in with 
her. 


I'd be lying if I say I'm not hurt by her mean words because I am 
more than I should. We've been growing close and that night's 
incident was a hammer on our mutual effort. Although I don't 
blame her for not confiding me in with the matter, I'm sad that she 
still doesn't trust anyone to share her pain with. 


Also, I'm kinda mad at her for not responding whether with a 
one-line message or a quick call because I would've stopped fretting 
over her. 


After dropping my siblings at school, I drive straight to my flower 
shop to train the employees. Jennie had helped me hire them who 
have all the necessary knowledge and experience required for the 
job. 


I have my lunch with Bambam and we spend the rest of my day 
together. Later, we pick up my siblings from school. Diana offers me 
dinner at her restaurant and I make sure to inform Jennie's 
housekeeper so she doesn't cook for us. 


The twins brag about Jennie's apartment to Diana sitting between 
them. Bambam, meanwhile, pesters me for tips to woo Diana. He 
sulks when I give him the same old tips since I'm running out of 
them. 


"How's your painting going?" Diana inquires from across the 
table. 


I lick my bottom lip, placing down my wineglass. "I feared I 
wouldn't be able to paint after a long break but I can very well." 


"The mind forgets but the hand remembers," Bambam quotes. 


Diana rolls her eyes. "It's the mind forgets but the heart 
remembers,’ dumbass." 


"Let me reward your smartness." Bambam blows her a kiss and 
winks at her flirtatiously. 


"Get a room please!" The twins cringe and we all crack up. 


KKKKKK KKK 


It's eleven in the night when I enter Jennie's room. With her back 
against the headboard, she's reading a book but her attention is 
soon by my presence. She quietly watches me sit down at the foot 
of the bed, undoing my shoelaces. 


We haven't spoken a word yet, and I wouldn't be the one 
initiating a conversation. That might end up as me invading her 
personal space. Deep down somewhere, I know she didn't mean all 
that, but what if she did. 


And that damned "what if" hurts like a nasty bitch. 


"I thought you'd be painting in your studio." Jennie hammers the 
icy silence between us. 


I sigh heavily and kick away my shoes. "I was at the flower shop, 
showing things to the employees." 


She hums. After a long pause, she asks. "Had dinner?" 


"With Diana and Bambam." 


I pass through the walk-in closet to get to the bathroom. After a 
long hot shower, I step out in a thick blue robe and grab a pair of 
sweats from the closet. 


Jennie is still awake, reading the book. Instead of getting in the 
bed, I head over to the balcony down the other hallway and sit on a 
wingback around the fire pit. 


Moments of me gazing at the dark sky later, Jennie occupies the 
wingback across from mine with her knees pulled up to her chest. 


It's quite cold tonight. "Want me to light this up?" 


She hums, and I light up the fire pit between us. 


"Should I get you a blanket?" As she shakes her head, I sit back 
and listen to the wood crackle. It's satisfying. 


After a while of awkward glances at each other, she apologizes 
for hurting me that night. 


"I didn't mean all that... I argued with Taeyung-" 


"Who's Taeyung?" Curiosity cocks my brow. 


"You must know Taeyung Kim of the Kim's family. He's my 
brother, half a decade older than me." She further fills me in about 


the incident. My fists clench over my thighs to tame down my rage. 
"I didn't want you to see my bruises... to know how terrible my 
family is," she adds, mortified with her confession. 


"Jennie, when you're hurt, I want you to tell me-share your pain 
with me. You having a terrible family wouldn't make me like you 
less. To be honest, I admire you more now for fighting for your 
right, never giving up, and being so strong," I say, meaning every 
bit of it and looking straight into her lonely eyes. "I'm glad you 
haven't signed those papers yet." 


Jennie rises from her chair and comes to sit sideways on my lap 
with her arms around my neck. She hides her face against my 
shoulder as she lets out a sob. 


"Ever since I was a child, I wanted my parents to acknowledge my 
capabilities I wanted their attention, to feel loved. But they gave all 
of that to Taeyung. Just because I was a mistake they couldn't 
abort." 


I now understand why Jennie seems perpetually lonely and 
lugubrious despite being at the highest rung of her success ladder. 
She wants nothing more than appreciation, to feel loved. The 
negligence she received as a child as well as an adult reasons why 
she's cold and hates being vulnerable. She has never received 
affection so she doesn't know how to provide it to others. 


"I started the company because I wanted them to be proud of me, 
to show them that I can stand on my own feet without their help. I 
never desired anything from the family company but after receiving 
deliberate ignorance from them, I resented Taeyung. Hated that no 
matter what I achieved, they would never appreciate me unless it 
was for publicity. Thus, I decided not to give up on my right, unlike 
my mom." 


"Your mom?" My fingers weave through her hair, caressing the 
back of her head. 


"My mom is the heir of the Lee's family, not my father. It was the 
legacy that only the man of the house would inherit the company 
rights and my mom being the first daughter born could've changed 
things. Yet, she chose to continue the shit by marrying dad-the man 
I've always wondered if she ever once loved. Now, that legacy is 
passed down to Taeyung." 


Although I'm in no place to judge her mother, I wish she would've 
at least changed the legacy by giving equal rights to Jennie. The 
rights she deserved since birth. 


"I'm sure your mom must love your dad and you too. Perhaps, 
she's not good at expressing it like you," I tell her. 


She sniffles and chuckles dryly. "Doubt that. The only one she 
loves the most in this world is herself. Because if she really did love 
me, she wouldn't have told me to get back with Mino, To forget 
what he did... and marry him for the sake of covering up the stigma 


I put on the Kim's family by breaking up with him. Hell, I only 
dated him to please her, to get acceptance." 


"Fuck... how could she say that?" I'd never want her to marry that 
bastard for the sake of maintaining the public image of her family 
or worse for pleasing her mother. 


Jennie deserves a man/woman who loves her unconditionally, 
gives her his/her undivided attention, and stands by her through 
thick and thin. 


She clutches the back of my shirt, her breath warm against my 
neck. "You're special to me Lisa. The only one who understands me, 
who worries about me and makes me so happy... I'm afraid I'll lose 
you because I'm such a disaster." 


"You're my muse, Jennie. My muse. I'd find you over and over no 
matter how many times you lose me." Patting the back of her head, 
I hug her tightly and let her cry her heart out against my shoulder. 
Let her paint my shirt with her tears. Let her share her pain with 
me. 


XAK 


Chapter 21 


JENNIE 


Under the thick blanket, Lisa spoons me. Her breath fanning 
against my neck makes me slightly ticklish. Her one arm lays under 
my neck, the other draping over my tummy. God, I've missed her so 
much in these last few days. 


I'm glad I finally mustered up the courage to ask for her 
forgiveness and opened up to her about my family. Suddenly, 
embarrassment infects me. The way I'd cried and clung onto her 
like a baby flashes in front of my mind, urging me to pull the 
blanket over my face. It was the first time I'd completely lowered 
my guard before someone and I hope to never regret that decision. 


Not that I don't trust Lisa I do more than I've trusted anyone else 
but the fear... I can't help it. 


A chuckle runs out of my throat recalling how she'd declared to 
beat the shit out of Taeyung if my brother lays a hand on me ever 
again. 


Lisa, with that angelically beautiful face, doesn't look like a 
violent woman. Makes me wonder if she has fought with someone 
before. I haven't seen her losing her shit over something, whether 
big or small, so her declaration is kinda funny. 


Despite that, the extent of her care for me makes me feel special. 
Safe. Mattered. I'm glad she respected my decision of not taking any 
legal action against Taeyung because that's useless. A menace. 


"Am I dreaming or do I really have the pleasure of waking up to 
your laughter?" Lisa speaks groggily in my ear. Her morning voice is 
too hot to handle, sends tingles straight down to my clit. 


"The latter." 


"Mmhm. What's so funny?" 


"Something about you but I'll tell you that later," I razz and laugh 


again, feeling alive more than ever. 


She hums, entwining her fingers with mine, and kisses my cheek. 


"Lisa." 


"Mmhm?" She lazily nuzzles my neck. 


"Did you... sleep with -- " 


"No," she interjects. "I never once thought of sleeping with 
someone else in these last few days. I don't have to date you to stay 
loyal to you, Jennie." 


I turn around in her embrace and press my lips against her, 
letting her know how much that means to me. "Forgive me for 
being a fool," I whisper, staring deeply into those sparkling blue 
galaxies that fly me to another world. Where all things are painted 
in vivid colors. 


A world where it's just her and I. 


She smiles, tucking a hair behind my ear. "You're just beautiful..." 


KKKKKK KKK 


We have a toothsome Sunday brunch with her siblings. I must say 
Karen never fails to impress me with her culinary skills. Ah, I wish I 
was good at cooking as much as I'm with business. Well anyway, 
Lisa's going to treat me with her mom's recipe of chicken pot pie if 
she gets selected for round two of Paintbrush. 


And I have full faith that she will. 


My foot kicks open the door of her studio. "Drinks time!" I cheer 
as I enter and place down the tray on an end table. 


Lisa smiles at me over her shoulder. "Let me finish this first." 


She gets back to her painting as she sits on a stool in front of the 
easel, stroking the large white canvas with different brushes. 
Despite the strong temptation to peek, I choose to wait for the 
picture to be completed. 


I check out all the finished pieces, framed on the walls, that she 
has painted in these last few days. This is my first time seeing her 
art and damn, each portrait feels real. As if I'm watching myself 
through a mirror. 


Yes, she has painted me, and I admire her skillful hand for 
converting those images in her mind this exceptionally on paper. 


"It's done." Lisa drops her brush on a color palette set amongst the 
other items on the table near her. 


Excitement t me into a kid. I hurry to stand behind her stool and 
look at the easel. 


Sweet heaven. My heart jams with warmth by the sight in my 
front. I thought the painting of me smiling has to be the best of all 
but this latest one has raised the bar high. 


In this one, I'm laughing in my bed just as I was today morning. 
The only difference is, Lisa hasn't painted herself, though I wish she 
had. Because she was the reason behind my laughter. 


"You must've seen the rest, so what are your thoughts regarding 
this one?" Lisa scratches her neck, glancing back at me. The red 
paint on her fingers smears against her fair skin. 


"Love it!" I exclaim truthfully, moving to stand in front of her and 
lean down to cup her face. "This is the best of all," I speak 
breathlessly in between our quick, greedy, and passionate kisses. 


"Fuck Jennie," Lisa breathes against my lips, pulling me down to 
astride her lap. 


Her arms wrap me like a blanket as our bodies press each other at 
the right spots. "Why is your compliment turning me on?" 


My smirk seduces her. "Isn't that a good thing?" My naughty 
finger trails across her sexy chest. 


"I'm going to fill this studio with your paintings but first..." She 
smirks back, her thumb stroking my cheek. The coolness of the red 
paint spreads on my skin. "I'm going to fill your pussy and I want 
you to paint my cock with your cum." 


"Oh, Lisaaa..." I squirm in her lap, feeling her manhood poke my 
crotch. 


"I want you," I said and looked down the minute the words left 
my mouth her lips crashed into mine. As soon as that happened I 
wrapped my arms around her. She then slammed me against the 
wall. Her mouth, her lips. Her hand came up my back bringing my 
dress with it. Her hand squeezed my ass and I let out a little moan. 
Then her other hand came down the front of my dress to my breast. 


"Take it off." She said as she stepped back so she could watch me. 
I started to unzip the back of the dress. I let it fall to the ground. I 
stood here my thong and nothing else. "Fuck." She said as she 
looked at me up and down. "I love how well you listen. You're a 
very good girl Jennie." She said. She started to remove her shirt 
slowly at first then her sports bra came off. I will never get tired of 
seeing her sexy body, I was blown away. 


She then started to remove her sweatpants. I walked over to her. 
It was such a sexy sight. I came close to her and licked my lips. I 
then traced my fingers over her chest and stomach. I could see her 
goosebump. I moved down her body using my mouth and lips until 
I reached the top of her boxer. I stopped on my knees and looked up 
at her. I took a hold of her and slipped her past my lips. Slowly at 
first until I heard the growls and moans coming from her. I then 
started to move faster. 


Her body was shaking. She then took a hold of my face. She 
pulled me away from her. "Not yet Honey." She said. She then stood 
me up and her hands went around my ass. I then jumped into her 
arms and wrapped my legs around her as she moved me over to 
table. She laid me down on the table and then she came above me. 


She moved my hair from my face and started to kiss down my 
neck and my body. She then pulled my panties down my legs and 
tossed them on the floor. She came back up to my face and kissed 
my lips again then I watched as she put two of her fingers into her 
mouth and then they went down in between my legs. Until she 
found my hot little hole and moved them deep inside of me. 


I turned my head and bit down on my fingers. Her lips went to 
my neck as her fingers fucked me deeply. My hips started to move 
with her. She then made her way down to my body until I felt her 
tongue push past my folds and find my clit. Her tongue felt 
wonderful as it danced with my clit. I was moaning and my hands 
were in her hair. "You always taste sweet." She said. I was pushed 
over the edge as my body reacted to her and I came all over her 
face. Finally, I said to myself. 


"You're body is so amazing honey." She huskily said. 


"I'm going to smack your ass for pressing it up against me and 
making me want to fuck you." 


"Yes, Lisaaa," I said again. Her hand came crashing down on my 
bare ass and I swear to god I came when she did that. I moaned. 


Lisa got quiet and then I felt her press up against me and she 
filled me so deeply with her hard cock. She was very large and she 
felt perfect. She took a hold of my hair and tilted my head up. She 
was moving fast and it was driving me wild. I was dripping all 
around her. I must have come at least three times before she came 
inside of me. Thank god for birth control. She pulled herself out and 
kissed me deeply. 


And we kiss like we're eighteen. 


KAAK 


Chapter 22 


JENNIE 


Lisa walks into the living room in the outfit I'd picked out for her. 
"Tell me you this is the last," she frowns. 


"Umm... could you please turn around?" I lick my bottom lip and 
seal it with the upper one. 


Leo and Lily, sitting on either side of me on the couch, chuckle. 


Lisa turns around tiredly, still sulking about trying different 
outfits for the first round of Paintbrush. The event is scheduled for 
tomorrow. 


"Ten on ten!" Lily exclaims, giving a thumbs-up to Lisa. 


"You gave the same score to every outfit that she tried," Leo 
mocks, leaning back against the couch and resting his hands behind 
his head. 


Leo smirks at Lisa. "At this rate, you should become a model. You 
got a nice ass for that." 


"Tell me about it. I love that hot ass," I grin, doing a fist-bump 


with Leo. 


Lily chortles awkwardly. 


Lisa rolls her eyes. "Jokes aside, is this outfit hired?" 


I fold my arms under my breasts, cocking my head to the left as I 
study her from top to bottom. "Hmm, I'm confused." 


Lisa's shoulders slump forward in exhaustion. "Jennie, please. I've 
tried twenty different outfits by now. Have mercy on me." 


"You can't blame me for being confused when every outfit is 
dapper on you," I speak in my defense and pucker my lips. Not fair 
how she's making it hard for me because her looks are pure art. 


Karen steps into the living room to make an announcement. "The 


dinner is ready." 


"Thanks, Karen. Now, I'd like you to do one more thing before 
your shift ends," I reply. 


"Anything, Ms. Kim," Karen smiles. 


"What do you think of that outfit?" My hand motions towards Lisa 
who's still standing being the good girl that she is. "Turn around 
again, will you?" Tease laces my voice. 


She snorts, though obeys me. 


"I think the first one was better," Karen tells. 


"First one?" My brows raise at the middle-aged woman. 


"Oh, I happened to see Ms. Manoban in that when I'd gone to 
collect the laundry from your room," she answers sheepishly and 
takes her leave for the day. 


"Why did I try all these then?" Lisa sighs, dropping down in an 
armchair. 


"I didn't like the first. We'll go with this... last one that you're 
wearing." 


Leo guffaws beside me. "Damn, you're jealous." 


My eyes narrow at him. "No." 


His toothy grin is annoying. "Yes." 


"Why would I be jealous of my housekeeper? Just because I asked 


her opinion didn't mean I'd go with her choice." 


"Still smells like jealousy." This little brat. 


I wonder how does Lisa puts up with him, though sometimes the 
brat and I tend to agree just as we did a while ago. 


"Jealous isn't me. The first outfit was okay-ish." 


"Jennie, you're cute." Lily giggles, poking my cheek. 


"Too bad she fell asleep before she could see you burning with 
jealousy," Leo comments. 


My head turns to the front. Lisa has fallen asleep in the armchair. 


"I think Lisa would've found you cute too," Lily razzes. 


My insides blush. I wonder if that's true... or would he consider 
me a lunatic? 


Wait, does that mean I'm jealous? 


I know Karen means no harm whatsoever even if she wasn't 
married and that she gave her fair opinion. So, why did I feel that 
strong, untamed emotion just as I did that day on meeting Diana for 
the first time? I shouldn't feel that way-deep down I am jealous and 
I feel awful about it. 


KKKK KK KK 


LISA 


Time Square is the venue for round one of Paintbrush. The serene 
sky is clear of fluffy, floating clouds while the weather is pleasantly 
cool today. Every participant is provided with an adjustable stool, a 
canvas stand, and a table with all the necessary supplies. And a 
badge for identity purposes. I remember my first time here amongst 
a different set of participants, crew, and the public. 


The fifty of us are positioned with a bit distance from each other 
and surrounded by a bright red 'NO ENTRY' ribbon with the letters 
printed in black. A few guards make sure the public and the 
supporters of the participants do not trespass the border. While the 
cameramen are capturing the artistically memorable event. It's been 
shown live on T.V as well as on Paintbrush.com. 


Diana hollers "Go Lisa!" She stands right behind the border with 
Bambam, both of them waving the banners they've handcrafted to 
encourage me. 


I smile at them and pull up the sleeve of my shirt, glancing at my 
silver watch Jennie has picked it out for me for today's occasion. 
Only an hour's left for me to finish my painting. 


My hand has a mind of her own and starts stroking the brush, 


painting the memory on the sheet, while smiling internally the 
entire time. Painting keeps me at peace as much as it makes me 
stand on pins and needles. But that's the only thing I enjoy the 
most. 


Next comes Jennie, of course. 


By the time I finish my piece, it's past twelve in noon. Ten 
minutes are remaining for the large timer, placed some distance 
away from all the participants, to beep. I wipe my hands using a 
towel provided to me, take off the apron, and down water from the 
bottle set on the table of supplies. 


Unlike my first time here, calm isn't me. I'm fucking nervous, in 
fact, much more than I was before starting to work on the piece. 
The painting is of Jennie whose consent has been taken. I decided 
to paint for her because she's the one who brought up the elephant 
in the room and made me return to my passion. Besides, she is all 
who's on my mind lately. 


My studio is filled with multiple portraits of her and I don't think 
I'm done with my muse yet. 


The way I've painted her today is different from the other 
portraits. It's special. I hope the audience along with the judges will 
be able to discern that, feel the blend of emotions pouring out of 
the painting. 


I'm proud of my work and I wish Jennie who's watching me from 
one of the skyscrapers here will be proud too when she sees it. 


Speaking of... the outfit reminds me of how she'd bossed me 
around yesterday, turning me into her personal model who walked 
down the ramp at the snap of her fingers. Fine, it was hot 
nevertheless. I didn't want anything more from her because she'd 
already done so much for me. My bad though, Jennie Kim didn't 
take a no for an answer. 


I know she was burning in jealously and that was fucking 
adorable. Well, I wasn't asleep and had only closed my eyes out of 
exhaustion. I wanted to reopen them and tease her until she begged 
me to stop. Yet, I chose to silently enjoy her being a J-mess. 


After the time is up, the picture of the participants standing next 
to their paintings is clicked. Further, those pictures are uploaded as 
individual posts on the social media platform of the Paintbrush. The 
number of likes received by the audience will determine the results 
for round one. 


Out of the fifty participants, twenty get eliminated and the thirty 
will be immediately moved a level up. In round two, the judges will 
select the top ten participants for the final round. It's usually held 
after two months, so the participants get ample time to work on 
their exhibition pieces. 


The lunch break happens while the audience voting commences. I 
have a flavorful, light meal with my friends who have voted me 
from their ten different accounts. God only knows whether or not 
that's cheating since there aren't any specific rules mentioned for 
voting. 


I miss Leo and Lily They were there to support me back then 
alongside our parents. I wouldn't have minded them skipping school 
today if they didn't have an important test plus project submission. 


"You're winning because I've told everyone I know to vote and 
asked them for a screenshot as proof," Bambam speaks from beside 
me and takes a big bite of his beef burger. 


"Wow, me too." Diana sounds amused with the fact that they 
share the same brain cells. 


"That means we're soulmates," Bambam grins, leaning over the 
3 
table in between us. 


"Shut the fuck up." Diana doesn't do the fist bump with him and 
aggressively sips her banana smoothie. 


Swallowing my bite of hamburger, "Maybe he's right," I opine. 


"Don't you fucking dare, Lisa!" Diana and Bambam react together 
with oppositional emotions. "I love you, buddy!" The next second, 
they're catapulting daggers at each other. 


"Okay..." I should've kept my shut stuffed with food. 


"You're getting the highest votes and know why? Because your 
buddy, your lucky charm, knows the entire city," Bambamsays 
cockily and lifts the collar of his polo shirt. 


"It's a state-level contest," I remind him as he seems to have 
forgotten that. 


"Once a dumbass, always a dumbass," Diana sniggers, giving me a 


high-five as we both laugh. 


Bambam lifts his fork and knife. "Fuck you, both of you!" 


XAK 


Chapter 23 


LISA 


The host has announced twenty names by now and I wonder if 
I'm going to make it to the second round. 


Seven more names are announced whose paintings are taken 
away by the crew since they're selected. I can't help but grow 
anxious as only three names are remaining and I doubt mine is one 
of them. 


The host further announces the twenty-eight and twenty-ninth 
names and it's clear that the thirtieth name isn't going to be mine. 
Not only have I lost the confidence I once possessed but also my 
painting skills. I guess it was a terrible idea to participate after 
taking a break from my profession for two years. 


".,. and the one who has broken all the previous records with the 
highest votes and set a benchmark for the budding artists is The girl 
in a club,' by Lisa Manoban" 


What in the actual fuck. 


"Lisa! Congratulations!" Diana's shout snaps me out of the shock. 


My head turns to the left. She's squealing alongside Bambam, 
both congratulating me from behind the NO ENTRY border. 


Everyone present here starts applauding for me, whether with 
claps or hoots. The crew members who come to seize my painting 
shake hands and wish me luck for the next round. Is this some too 
good to be true dream or a slow kill nightmare? 


The selected thirty participants are now summoned at the 
exhibition hall on the tenth floor of the art building, located at 
Time Square itself. I'm comfortably seated in the third row and 
across from the participant chairs is the panel of judges. Including 
my magnificent my muse, Jennie. She's sitting between a veteran 
artist and a middle-aged sponsor as she exchanges a few words with 
them. 


To: [MyMuse] 
Are you jealous of seeing me sit between two gorgeous women? 


I send a puckish text since we're now allowed to use our cells. 


Round two isn't shown live. The results will be uploaded on 
Paintbrush.com as well as their social media handle at four in the 
afternoon. 


Jennie picks up her phone from the elongated table, glancing at 
me before she checks it. 


Fr:[MyMuse] 
No, I am not. 


she has replied. 


To: [MyMuse] 
Care to reason why are you constantly eyeing the movements of the 
women seated on either side of me? 


Fr:[MyMuse] 


So, you don't get sexually assaulted in public. 


Chuckling at her message, I write back. 


To: [MyMuse] 
Jennie, you're jealous... in an adorable way. 


Fr:[MyMuse] 
NO 


that's all she has sent. 


To: [MyMuse] 
At least, I know you were yesterday. 


I send and look up from my phone with a teasing grin plastered 
on my face. 


Her cheeks have reddened by getting caught red-handed. The 
color deepens at my wink and the next second, she averts her gaze 
from mine. 


Shortly, the judges begin with whatever they've got to say to all 
the participants before announcing the top ten. Afterward, the five 
judges, one by one, announce the names of the selected artists, 
giving their brief reviews about the respective pieces. 


My anxiety starts kicking again, knowing only two more names 


are left to be announced and mine may not be one of them. After 
all, the highest votes from the audience don't count to shit. Rather 
the critiques' judgment holds more significance. The public might 
have loved my artwork but the judges may have considered my 
painting as common as the bagels in this city. 


The veteran artist seated next to Jennie does the honor of 
announcing the last participant. "As we all know, we save the best 
for the last," he speaks through the wireless microphone. 


"What I loved the most about this particular painting is how it 
portrays different emotions. The girl in a club' is one such piece 
which appears different from different angles." 


Fuck! 


The unexpected result strikes me like lightning, making my 
nerves lag and in turn, causing my mind to delay a reaction. 


"I could decipher the girl's eyes glossed with loneliness, her face 
depicts that she's going through a harsh phase. But you also see a 
trace of pale pink on her cheeks that implies she feels a hint of 
happiness deep down within her. Moving on to how her lips are 
painted... it seems as if she has lots to say but can't find her voice. 
On a closer look, you see her smiling slightly and it's clear that she's 
smiling at the person she's looking at. I could go on and on to talk 


about all the emotions reached to me through this cleverly done 
painting which at first glance seems simplistic. But when you 
observe it intently, you'll realize its remarkable beauty." 


"Lisa Manoban, I hereby welcome to the top ten of Paintbrush, 
hoping you'll make a name for yourself in the future," Mr. Young, 
the veteran artist says and smiles at me. 


I quickly rise to my feet and bow. My chest swells with the honor 
and pride of getting praised by one of my favorite artists in the 
industry. 


"Thank you, Sir. Your review means a lot to me." I smile and sit 
back as the man nods at me. 


Later, the top ten participants are shaking hands with the judges 
whereas the others have vacated the exhibition hall. Jennie 
whispers in my ear how she wants to congratulate me in an even 
better way when we get home. I murmur against her hair how I 
can't wait for my reward. For others though, we might come off 
completely professional. 


A man dressed in a designer suit suddenly appears in front of me. 


"Long time no see, huh?" He smirks, stretching out a hand. 


It takes an entire sixty seconds for the realization to slam my 
nervous system. This man is not only one of the judges but also 
my... once friend. Ex-best friend, actually. We'd spent four years 
together at the art school as well as participated in Paintbrush for 
the first time two years ago. 


Without a word, I shake hands with the bastard. The anger and 
the hate I'd felt for him two years ago burns into my veins, charring 
me from inside, though I never let it show on my face. Never 
thought I'd have to face him ever again in my life but looks like I 
can't move past that without crossing paths with him. 


"Good to see you back, Lisa," Kai comments in a mocking tone 
and pats my shoulder. 


This is the first time I want to punch a smiling face. "I thought 
you'd be wasting the rest of your life at the flower shop." 


"Thanks for your concern, Mr. Kim. At least, my flower shop is 
honest work. Anyway, have a great week." With that, I slide my 
hands in the pockets of my jacket and walk out of the exhibition 
hall. 


KAK 


Chapter 24 


JENNIE 


The twins hug Lisa the moment she arrives home with me though 
we've driven over here in our respective cars, and I'm awed with 
their love for each other. Never had the luxury of experiencing the 
sibling love from Taeyung, so watching them fluffs up my heart into 
a teddy bear. I want to hug her too, kiss her and tell her how much 
I loved the painting and how very proud am I of her. 


But I can't. Not in front of Diana and Bambam as I'm not yet 
comfortable having them around. 


On my order, Karen brings a bottle of champagne for celebrating 
Lisa's victory and sets the bucket of ice down on the coffee table. 
We then make the winner uncork the bottle in the living room. 


Lisa fills the glasses that Karen has placed beside the ice bucket 
and hands them to Bambam, Diana, and me. 


Karen further brings two mugs of hot chocolate for the kids and 
they toast with us. 


"For Lisa," the five of us raise our glasses/mugs. 


"For me," Lisa laughs. 


Karen congratulates Lisa with a handshake. She thanks her 
sweetly, glancing in my direction and I hastily look away. Don't 
want her to think I'm jealous because this time I really am not. 


I sit beside Diana on the couch, noticing that she hasn't touched 
her glass of champagne. Hmm, very strange. According to Lisa, she's 
the closest thing to an alcoholic. 


"Do you prefer another brand?" 


She startles, the golden liquid almost spilling from the glass in 
her hand. 


"Pardon?" Her head turns toward me. 
"Do you prefer another brand or would you like something else to 


drink?" I ask, crossing my legs and taking a long sip. 


"Oh... no." She waves a hand and with the other sets the glass 
down on the table. 


"I'm taking a break from alcohol. Don't wanna die in my forties," 
she explains and laughs. I might not like Diana that much but if 
she's being nice to me, I'm going to give her the same treatment. 


"Would you like a cup of hot chocolate too?" 


"Please. That would be lovely. Though I should've said that 
beforehand." 


"No problem." I set my glass on the table and message Karen who 
serves Diana within five minutes. 


Meanwhile, Bambam is getting scolded by Lisa for letting the 
twelve-year-olds sip alcohol. Leo and Lily defend Bambam that 
activates Lisa's parent mode. Now, she's scolding them all. God, it's 
hilarious and yet adorable how Lisa becomes a parent. 


A small quiet laugh runs out of my throat, remembering how 
she'd once instructed me not to let the kids enter the recreation 
room. 


"It was a drop, asshole! A motherfucking drop!" Bambam throws 
his hands in the air, frustrated with Lisa's stubbornness. 


"I couldn't even taste anything." Leo opines coolly and sticks out 
his tongue. 


"Me neither." Lily mirrors him. 


"First of all, stop cursing in front of them!" Lisa's glare smacks 
Bambam, followed by the kids. "And you two are grounded for the 
rest of the week!" 


The foursome starts quarreling again. 


As I'm laughing silently, I observe that Diana is awfully silent 
today which contradicts her personality. I may have met her only a 
couple of times, yet I know she's more of a person to join that 
argument than to sit here and watch the show. 


Speaking of... she's particularly gazing at Lisa. Her lips part as if 
she wants to call her out but then they seal tightly. Her cheeks 
become rosy as she continues to watch her and I'm powerless 
against the jealousy boiling inside of me. 


This isn't the way a friend looks at another. It's certainly not 
platonic, rather born out of longing. 


Does she have feel--- 


"Diana the hell are you doing there?" Bambam yells, snapping his 


fingers at her. "C'mon, help me!" 


"Shut up, asshole. Lisa's right," Diana scowls, and Lisa grins 
triumphantly. 


Bambam sulks with the kids. 


KKkKK KKK KKK 


I sit with my back against Lisa in my pristine white, oval bathtub 
filled with hot water mixed with essential oil. The teardrop lights 
hover above us while the citrus scent of the candles lighted on a 
short stool beside the bathtub makes the night romantic. 


We're watching the picturesque city view through the floor-to- 
ceiling window of my bathroom, relaxing in each other's company 
in comfortable silence. 


This almost feels like a date. 


"Did anyone grill you regarding the painting?" She asks, her soft 
arms resting on the edges of the tub. 


With a sigh, I answer, "They asked me if I knew you and I 
brushed it off, saying you might've happened to see me at the 
nightclub." 


"Well then, our answer matches and probably nobody will find 
out about us as long as we play it professional. I don't want you to 
get into a scandal because of me." My head tilts against her chest 
and she looks down at me. "I rather not want to cause trouble for 
you because of me, and if someone happens to spread rumors about 
us, I'll shut them up with whatever means necessary." 


"Hmm." She knows how I'd paid that malicious paparazzi for 
destroying our scandalous picture. 


"If you keep paying off everyone, you're going bankrupt," she 
adds after a pause, not in a teasing tone, rather serious. 


The corner of my lip lifts. "How about you volunteer to be my 
sugar daddy after you win at Paintbrush?" 


She lets out a chuckle. "You're getting good at humor." She pats 
the top of my head, tucking away a single hair left out of my messy 
bun. 


My hand reaches for her head, patting it. "I'm proud of you and I 
can't tell you how happy I am." 


"Your smile is enough for me to know." 


"God, I envy your smiles." Her smile is too precious—a ray of 
sunshine in this harsh climate. 


"Were you not an intersex, I bet you'd have guys tailing you," I 
giggle, meaning what I said though. 


Her soft arms jacket me as she gently rubs her nose against mine. 
"I'd rather be your woman." 


Our foreheads touch. 


We sigh, closing our eyes and dwelling on the moment. 


Ever since I met Lisa at the club, I've been feeling different... 
happy, full of life. Only two weeks have passed since she has 
moved-in with me though we've known each other for over a 
month, and I've already developed a habit of having her around. My 
place doesn't feel lonely anymore and I don't sleep with the blanket 
of sadness, rather in her safe arms. 


Despite not dating, we do everything a couple does. We wake up 
together, eat together, workout usually ends up with us making out 
together, and sleep together. I've never done this before and I doubt 
I'd have enjoyed it with someone else. 


My eyes reopen. "How about we go on a date?" I bite my bottom 
lip, waiting for her answer. This is the first time I've asked someone 
out. 


She pulls her forehead off mine as her eyes slowly reopen. 
"Uhm..." 


Her hand on my waist flies up to her blond hair, ruffling them. 


"I was about to ask you that... Never mind. I'd love to go out with 
you." 


"Okay... why not just ask me out anyway." 


She clears her throat, the hand in her hair returning to lay on my 
waist. "Would you like to spend a day with me? Just you and me," 
she asks confidently, her nervousness as if disappeared in thin air. 


"I'd love to." Butterflies perform ballet in my tummy, and I feel 
like the silly teenager who has already started planning things for 
her first date inside her head. 


"How about this weekend?" 


"Yes. Even if we're walking hand-in-hand all day through the 
streets of New York, I'm cool with it." 


"I'm sure we can find something fun to do than walking hand-in- 
hand all day." 


"Something funny, Lisa?" my eyes narrow at her. 


She shakes her head, grinning idiotically. "You're just fucking 
cute." My lips pucker and she pokes my nose. "Now, shall we get 
dressed? Because if we stay here any longer, we're catching a cold," 
she tells and I nod. 


KA 


Chapter 25 


LISA 


Jennie returns home at her usual time, five-thirty in the evening. 
We work out together just as we do every day in the home gym, 
and end up making out on the yoga mat. Our plan to shower 
together is flopped by Bamabam-the asshole wants yet another 
advice on how to ask Diana for a date-so she goes ahead. We 
haven't yet showered together, though we've enjoyed a hot bath a 
couple of times. 


Once I'm showered, we dine with my siblings, talking about our 
day. They shower me with compliments for the chicken pot pie that 
I'd packed for their lunch today on the occasion of getting selected 
for the final round. In the end, we agree Karen is a better cook-I've 
noticed her motherly affection towards Jennie. 


Speaking of which, Jennie is slowly coming out of her icy shell, 
though she still doesn't smile or laugh that often. At least, her bond 
with the twins is growing. Good to see her banter with Leo and act 
as an older sister figure to Lily. 


In the living room, the four of us collapse on the couch to watch 
a rom-com on the television with some red velvet ice-cream. Leo 
sits toward the other end of the couch, Lily in the middle while 
Jennie curls up beside me with her head lays over my shoulder. One 
hand snakes around her neck and the other settles on the armrest. 


Within the first thirty minutes, our bowls are clean of ice-cream 
and put away on the table. 


We're halfway through the film and Leo has yawned for the 
hundredth time now. Lily and I are as always enjoying the fluffy 
romance with humor, and I think Jennie's liking it too despite she's 
not into movies. She tilts her head frequently and I give her a peck 
on the nose each time. 


"Can I have a boyfriend?" Lily blurts and our heads turn to her. 


"Look, they're making me feel miserably single too but I'm not 
that desperate," Leo scoffs. 


"How rude. Apologize to her," Jennie scolds him and he rolls his 
eyes. 


Pausing the film, I look at Leo which is enough for him to obey 
Jennie. "Why do you want a boyfriend, Lily-pie?" 


With her head bowed, "I don't want, someone asked me out today 
and I kinda like that guy," Lily murmurs, tapping her index fingers 
to each other. 


"I think you're young to have a boyfriend," I opine truthfully. 


"What if you end up getting hurt?" 


Lily raises her head, sadness glossing over her eyes. "I won't do 
anything stupid. I think I'm old enough to date." 


"You-" 


Jennie holds up a hand, stopping me. "Let me talk to her." I hum, 
trusting her with that. She sits sideways to face Lily. "Lisa doesn't 
hate the idea of you having a boyfriend or doubts your decision- 
making ability. She's only worried about you getting hurt and since 
you are young, it might take a toll on your overall health." 


Lily attentively listens to Jennie who continues, "Well, how about 
you go on a date with that guy, get to know him as a friend before 
you consider dating him? Rushing into a relationship wouldn't be 
healthy and I'm speaking from experience." 


"Yes, you're right. Thanks." Lily smiles and Jennie pats her head. 


My admiration for Jennie blooms another flower. I'm glad she 
could explain everything that I would've failed to. I guess that's the 
drawback of being an older sister because it's quite difficult to give 
dating advice to your baby sister. 


"Going to bed." Leo yawns and heads for his room. 


Lily stands up and pecks me on the cheek. "Goodnight, Lisa. I'm 
sorry if I hurt you." 


I shake my head, pecking her back, and watch her leave. 


Jennie turns off the television and we're about to go to our room 
when a middle-aged woman, dressed in a black dress walks into the 
living room, her heels tapping lightly against the carpeted floor. A 
cream cashmere coat is draped around her petite shoulders, her face 
caked with light makeup. Her dark hair is tied up and her body is 
adorned with jewels. 


Very obvious, she's Jennie's mother. Her aura is rather more 
powerful, calculating. I doubt she'd have her daughter's kindness. 


"It's high time I change the password because I don't want people 
invading my privacy henceforth." Jennie's mood becomes sour just 
by the sight of Mrs. Kim. 


"Let me remind you that I'm your mother and it seems to me that 
you've moved on," Mrs. Kim replies, further glancing at me with 
judgmental brown eyes. 


Her expression barely shifts and I can vouch that she doesn't like 
me already. Provably considers me a poor taste of her daughter. 


"If you came to see that, please leave," Jennie scowls. 


Mrs. Kim sits cross-legged on the armchair, placing her Louis 
Vuitton purse in her lap. "I wanted to speak to you in person since 
you haven't been answering my calls." 


Jennie snorts but sits back on the couch, pulling me down to with 
her. 


"Do not try badgering me to sign those papers because you'll be 
only wasting your 'valuable' time. Unlike you, I won't give up on my 
birthright even if your son kills me tomorrow," she declares firmly, 
her hand still holding my mine. 


Mrs. Kim shakes her head in dissatisfaction. "You know how 
temperamental Taeyung is-you should let him have full control over 
his company. I'm afraid if you keep up with this attitude, your 
father is going to do something he'll regret." 


A flicker of irritation tightens my muscles. How could her mom 
say that? 


"You both have done plenty of things you should regret for, 
unfortunately, you'd never." 


"Society doesn't talk good about a selfish woman." 


"What century are you living in, Miranda?" Jennie loses her 
temper which is a rare sight since she's usually calm. "And I'm 
selfish for holding onto my birthright?" 


Miranda pinches the bridge of her nose. "Fine, you can keep your 
right but on one condition," she tells. 


"I'm afraid your condition is going to repulse me," Jennie retorts. 


Miranda suspiciously watches our joined hands before she speaks: 
"Get back with Mino and I'll make sure Taeyung doesn't do you any 
harm." 


The condition makes me sick to the stomach and irritation 
bubbles in my bloodstream. 


"Sorry to interfere, Mrs. Kim, but Mino cheated on your daughter 
with her friend for a long period. I have a younger sister and if she 
ever happens to be in Jennie's place, I'd never let her get back with 
an unfaithful man," I say and look at Jennie who squeezes my hand 
in reverence. 


My head turns to the unsympathetic woman. "Speaking of 
Taeyung.. Your son has already done enough harm to Jennie which 


you as their mother shouldn't allow it whether or not she agrees to 
your condition. You should support her instead of asking her to 
accept things she doesn't deserve," I add, doubting my words have 
affected her in any way. 


Miranda remains silent for long moments, probably thinking 
something. "May I know your name, young woman?" her tone is 
clipped and curt. 


"Lisa Manoban." 


"What is your relation to my daughter, Lisa?" 


Shit. What Jennie and I have doesn't have a name. A label. 


We aren't dating but the way we act might mislead people's 
perception about us as of a couple. 


Having nothing reasonable to respond, I stay quiet. 


"It's not your business to know what her relation is to me," Jennie 
answers on my behalf. 


"So you're going with the flow, I assume. Scandalous and 
dangerous for the Kim - Lee family's reputation," Miranda 
comments. 


"Isn't that the only thing you care about apart from yourself?" 
Jennie's nails dig into my palm almost painfully. 


But that's my least concern. I don't want her to cry to bed because 
everything was going well before her coldblooded mother decided 
to ruin our night. 


Miranda flatly ignores her daughter and looks at me, smiling 
satirically. "Let me ask you another question. Are you in love with 
Jennie?" 


The unexpected question freezes both Jennie and me. 


Am I in love with Jennie? I swallow as I silently ask myself. 


No... not yet. 


I haven't loved someone romantically before, still, I'm confident 
that I'd have somehow known it if I were in love with her. 


"No," I answer honestly. "But I do like Jennie a lot and care about 
her, Mrs. Kim." 


I can't even put into words the passion between us—it's like fire 
and wind. That feeling only intensifies with every moment we 
spend together, especially when we're painting each other bed. 


"I feel the same about her," Jennie mutters, releasing my hand out 
of awkwardness. 


Miranda pulls out a shiny red card from her purse, setting it 
down on the table. "We're having an evening ball tomorrow and I'd 
like you to attend it." 


"No, thanks," Jennie bluntly refuses the invitation. "Enjoy your 
pretentious party with others." 


"Lisa is welcomed too. I'm sure Taeyung and your father would 
want to meet the new partner in your life." With that, Miranda 
stands up and walks out of the penthouse. 


KA 


Chapter 26 


LISA 


The venue of the evening ball is the rooftop of the opulent 
building owned by the Kim family. The ballroom is grand, spacious, 
and sumptuous with bronze chandeliers hanging from the beige 
ceiling. The guests, dressed in glitzy garments, have occupied the 
round tables and chairs covered with bronze silk while the others 
are standing in groups-all of them chatting and enjoying drinks and 
appetizers served by the attendants who are moving around with 
silver trays. 


There's also a band playing different instruments, turning the 
environment lively, and gently overlapping the varied voices in the 
room with their unique melody. 


"I don't think I fit here," I murmur under my breath. 


All the guests here are fucking riches and I'm probably going to 
be a walking piece of humiliation for Jennie. Honestly, I don't give 
a damn about what others say about my status I've heard worse and 
I know how to deal with shit like that but I'd hate myself if anyone 
dares to put Jennie down because of me. 


Jennie seems to have heard my under-confident voice. "You fit 
with me. That's all matters," she smiles angelically, her coy fingers 
crawling up my chest. 


It should be illegal how fucking breathtaking she appears in that 
midnight green, high-slit evening gown with a black lace 
sweetheart neckline. Her long ravenwood is styled in soft curls, 
curtaining her back till her waist, and her makeup is light, 
especially that seductive red lipstick making her lips look plumper. 


"I'm afraid I'm going to feel a little insecure tonight. The women 
here wouldn't spare a chance to get you on their arm," she adds, her 
eyes darkening with possessiveness. 


Through my peripheral vision, I see a few women curiously 
gazing in our direction. "Don't worry, you'll be the only woman 
whose gown I'll be ripping later tonight," I smirk, squeezing her 
waist. 


"Mm, can't wait to rip this sexy thing off you," she smirks back. 
Her fingers brush down the tie of my all-black, thousand-dollar lady 
tuxedo that she has picked out for me. 


Jennie indeed enjoys playing top in the relationship, though we 
aren't really in any labeled relationship.' 


She introduces me to a handful of guests, showing me off like I'm 
the most eligible bachelor in the city. The women bat their lashes at 
me and shower me in adulation-I'm sure they'd ridicule me once 
they know what I do for a living. 


Jennie claims me as hers and cuts off the conversation right there 
before finding us a table. 


We're about to sit down when Miranda, dressed in a wine gown, 
walks toward us. Her hairdo and makeup are similar to Jennie's. 


"I'm glad you came, darling. You look ravishing as ever," Miranda 
smiles at Jennie, her demeanor different compared to yesterday. 


"Spare me the flattery, please. You don't have to put on a show at 
parties anymore. I doubt anybody here cares about our healthy' 
mother-daughter relationship," Jennie replies morosely. 


"Of course, they do, if you pay attention to the voices around 
you." Miranda leans forward to give air kisses to Jennie who 
reluctantly returns the same. 


"They're also talking about how unfortunate it was for Mino and 
you to break up over a misunderstanding." 


"Misunderstanding?!" Jennie almost raises her voice. Thankfully, 
no heads turn to where we're standing. I slightly squeeze her waist 
and she understands my unspoken words. 


"Let me clear one thing: it was no misunderstanding. Now, please 
stop playing blind to my date or I'll assume old age has weakened 
your eyesight. Actually, get that checked anyway." 


The insult reddens the cheeks of Miranda, though she composes 
herself within seconds. She peers to her left, beckoning at the two 
tall blond men decked out in a tuxedo and who are standing a few 
tables away from us. 


As they stalk toward us, Jennie snorts. "We should've stayed at 
home." 


"It's okay, your mother wanted you here," I whisper. 


The blond men pause on either side of Miranda. Their aura has a 
scent of intimidation and megalomania. "Darlings, this is Lisa 
Manoban. The new apple of the eye in our Jennie's life," she 
introduces me to them with the motion of a hand. 


The older blond with a sandy beard stretches out a hand. "Robert 
Kim. The father." 


"Pleasure to meet you, Mr. Kim." I shake my hand with his. 


"Taeyung Kim. The brother." Next, the younger blond shakes 
hand with me. 


I nod in acknowledgment, although I want to punch that bastard 
in his fucking face for physically harassing Jennie and threatening 
her. 


"Where did you meet Jennie?" Robert starts with the anticipated 
interrogation. 


"At the club. The night I caught Mino cheat on me again," Jennie 
answers on my behalf. 


"Doesn't that mean you cheated on Mino too?" Taeyung snickers. 
"Because as far as I know, you broke up with him after a couple of 
weeks." 


"We broke up the second Mino cheated on me," Jennie retorts. 


Robert clears his throat, silencing his children. "What do you do, 
Lisa?" he scrubs his jaw with his fingertips. 


"I own a flower shop that my mother had started, and used to 
work at a restaurant," I say without shame. What matters to me is 
earning through honest means. 


Robert's barely impressed and looks like he's judging me inside 
his head. 


So does Taeyung and he's making it obvious by stifling a sardonic 
chuckle. 


Whilst Miranda disappointedly shakes her head at Jennie's 
choice. 


"He's also a painter by profession and got selected in the top ten 
of Paintbrush," Jennie proudly adds. 


"With your help, who wouldn't? After all, you're the sponsor," 
Taeyung jibes. 


Jennie frowns. "Untrue. God help your delusional mind." 


"I'd like to meet your parents someday," Robert said. 


Grief stiffs my body and relaxes as Jennie strokes my arm. "They 
passed away in an accident three years ago." 


"So you're all by yourself?" 


"I have a twelve-year-old sister and brother whose guardianship is 
my responsibility." 


"Hmm." Robert looks at Jennie. "Are you in love with her?" 


Jennie glances at me before answering her father. "No, Dad." 


"Thought so." Robert nods to himself. "You're still young and I 
can't stop you from meeting new people but the only thing I can 
advise you is: never settle for less," he tells her, then turns his head 
to me. 


"You're a good woman, Lisa, however, I intend to marry my 
precious daughter in a prestigious family. Anyway, please have a 
good time." Robert pats my shoulder, smiling tauntingly, and goes 
to attend to the other guests with Miranda on his arm. 


"I knew you had a bad taste but I didn't know it was this awful." 
Taeyung laughs at Jennie. "Well, I can't wait for dad to officially 
disown you. That would make things easier for me." The bastard 
laughs again, then treads off. 


Jennie sighs deeply as she sits at the table. "Forgive me. Coming 
here was a horrible decision." 


"Nothing's your fault." I occupy the chair next to her. 


"I'm used to them putting me down but you... you don't deserve 
this." 


"Neither do you." 


"I'm really sorry." 


"My Muse, look at me." I hold her penitent face in my hands, 
connecting her browns with my blues. 


"I don't give a shit about what they say. I'm here only for you, so 
don't feel guilty. Okay?" 


"Okay." 


My hands leave her face as I smile and press my lips on hers. 


The lights slowly turn pinkish, setting a romantic atmosphere in 
the ballroom. Looking over her shoulder, I find the couples dancing 
to the tunes of the band. She watches the same scene. "Shall we 
dance?" she asks coyly. 


KA 


Chapter 27 


LISA 


Jennie and I join the other couples under the pinkish lights as the 
band plays the instrumental version of HALO by Beyoncé. She locks 
her arms around my neck while I rest my palms over her hips, 
pulling her closer to diminish the tiny distance between us. 


We slowly dance: our bodies gently moving in sync with each 
other as if they've done this a hundred thousand times already. 


She giggles as I twirl her around twice and pull her flush against 
me. Our foreheads touch and our eyes close as we submerge into 
the moment, cherishing the beauty of our first dance. 


"Jennie..." My heart races like I'm a fucking girl going through her 
puberty all over again. 


Actually, it's even worse than that, although in a good way. 


My chest is full of feelings but I lack the words to express them. 
Perhaps only if I was as good with words as I'm with art, I'd have 
known what to say. 


She pulls away breathlessly, looking up at me with parted lips as 
we stop dancing. "Lisa" 


"May I steal your date for a dance?" Someone interrupts us. 


It's that motherfucker. 


"May I steal your date?" Kai, my ex-best friend and now the judge 
of Paintbrush, deliberately emphasizes that particular word. 


"Only if she doesn't mind." I slide my hands in my jacket pockets. 


"Just one," Jennie tells him and he smirks at me like he has won a 
trophy or lottery. 


I tread over to the mini bar, order myself double scotch and sit on 
the barstool, watching her dance with the man I hate and once had 
trusted blindly, foolishly only to get trampled over in the end. I 
down my drink in one go and a strong emotion that I've never felt 
before bubbles in my chest. 


Possessiveness. 


I hate letting him dance with my woman when I'm aware of what 
kind of a filthy man he is. I hate that his hands are touching her at 
the places they shouldn't. I hate that I want to tug her away from 
him but at the same time, I don't want to create a scene. 


She smiles at him, a smile that I'm very much familiar with. It 
tells me she isn't comfortable with him. The possessiveness boils 
into hatred and then into anger the moment I see him trying to kiss 
her. She faces away, muttering something to him. He laughs. 


Now, the anger cools, further condensing into countless droplets 
of fear. The fear of losing her. 


I'm not afraid of losing against Kai once again, rather scared of 
losing her to another man. It hurts... that thought itself causes 
unbearable pain. Robert's words ring in my ears, spreading salt on 
my wound. 


Shit. What the hell is wrong with me? This isn't me. I'm not a 
woman who lets possessiveness, hatred and anger drive her to the 
brink of insanity. Not blaming but these growing feelings for Jennie 
are taking control over me, and if I pour out my thoughts to her, 
she'll consider me a fucking lunatic. 


"They look perfect together, don't they?" Taeyung occupies the 
barstool beside me. 


"Maybe." Great, I'm fucking jealous now. Is this how Jennie felt 
that day? What a pathetic feeling. 


He orders himself a double scotch, then tells the bartender to get 
me a refill. He lifts his glass and I tap mine against it before we 
down the liquor. 


"I know your history," he says, signaling the bartender for a refill. 


"I suppose you know Kai's side to the story." I don't touch my 
refilled glass, refusing to get drunk when emotions are haywire. 


He finishes his drink and sets the glass upside down on the glossy 
counter. "Kai's tell the story, not the losers." 


"You mean the rich and corrupted like Kai and the commoners 
like me." 


"You know right, the human race is controlled by power. You can 
either be the one giving orders or taking them. Kai chose the 
former." 


"The Kai I knew wasn't ruled by greed or perhaps, I didn't know 
him at all." 


"Kai was never your best friend. Just used you to get to the top. 
Cunning man, I must say, that's why I like him." 


Hmm, so it was an act, after all. Foolish of me to give him a 
special place in my life. A place she didn't deserve. 


"Thanks for letting me know that. Besides, I don't believe in 
climbing the ladder of success through dishonest means," I told to 
Taeyung. 


"Is that so?" He cocks an eyebrow. "I heard you're selected in the 
top ten of Paintbrush only because of my generous sister. If that's 
not a dishonest mean, enlighten me with what is." He snickers, "At 
least, Kai didn't sell his body for success." 


I refuse to give him the reaction he wants from me by not 
choosing silence. 


Jennie and Kai are having another dance. Suddenly, his head 
turns in my direction as if he knew I was looking and smirks. 


Son of a bitch. 


"Do you think Jennie will stay after learning about your history?" 
My head snaps back to Taeyung who's smirking evilly. "You haven't 
told her yet, have you? Perhaps, you know she'll be disgusted and 
kick you out." 


"Why I haven't discussed my history with her is none of your 
business. And if she kicks me out, then that is. Though I'm sure 
she'd prefer to hear my side to the story instead of Kai." I seethe, 
fisting my hand on the bar counter. 


"Sure about that?" He asks and glances at Kai, then looks back at 
me. "There's a high chance he might fill her ears before you come 
out clean. Wouldn't take Jennie long to check your criminal history. 
You had admitted being guilty-hadn't you?" 


My fist unfolds hearing that triggering word. Criminal. 


I gulp. My past flashes in front of my mind in the form of a short 


film. 


"Right, I had," I admit with a nod to dismiss the conversation 
right there. I refuse to lose my shit over something that happened 
two years ago. 


As Jennie approaches the bar, all I taste is bitter fear. I gulp again 
at the image of her getting disgusted by my untold history and who 
knows tonight might be the last time I'll see her smiling like that... 
my favorite smile in the whole world. 


My Jennie. 


My Muse. 


And I'm afraid I'll lose her in the end. 


So damn afraid. 


KA 


Chapter 28 


JENNIE 


Taeyung casually walks off the moment I reach the minibar. 


A wave of worry leaps inside of me. "Did he say something 
inappropriate to you?" 


Lisa shakes her head, seeming a little off. 


"Are you upset because I danced with Kai?" 


"Just jealous." She shrugs, turning her head away in 
embarrassment. 


Aw, she's adorable. 


I must be hellishly weird to like that she was jealous-that I'm not 
the only one who feels that way. Though I must say she's 
courageous enough to admit her jealousy. 


"What else did you feel?" I stand between her long legs, brushing 
the bronze broach on her lady tux's breast pocket. 


Her head turns as she watches me bite my bottom lip 
coquettishly. "Trust me, you don't wanna know." 


"I want to. Tell me." 


"Fine then." Her hand slips in my hair as she leans into my ear, 
her voice so smoking hot. My panties would drop if they had 
control over themselves. "Possessiveness. I wanted to rip him off 
you." 


Her cheek brushes mine as she pulls back, her blue eyes 
becoming a shade darker with that powerful emotion that I feel for 
her too. 


"How about you show me how possessive you are about me? I 
doubt I can wait till we're home," I murmur seductively against her 
mouth that does wonder to me. 


The corner of her lip lifts. 


She gets off the barstool and I hold her hand, taking her to the 
adjoining terrace. 


We enter through the double patio doors, heading over to where 
nobody's sight falls. She pushes me against the wall, bringing her 
mouth down on mine and caging me under her stature. I kiss her 
hungrily, my fingers running through her soft hair and I feel my 
south burn with the need to have her. 


"Are you sure nobody comes here?" She abruptly glances toward 
the patio doors. 


"No," I reply breathlessly. 


Her lips return on mine as she kisses me deeply, leaving all his 
fear behind. She grips the side of my neck, tilting my head at a 
better angle then shoves her tongue inside my mouth, lapping it 
over mine. She tastes like scotch, her tongue doing a sensual dance 
with mine. I moan, pulling her closer when she starts dry-humping 
me. 


She's throbbing hard and I'm soaking wet, and that's all we need. 


She wraps my leg around her strong thigh, making me desperate 
with every brush of her crotch against mine. Her lips trail down my 
throat, stopping at my cleavage. 


She grabs my gown, pushing it up as she kneels before me. "Keep 
an alert eye. I don't want you to get into a scandal," she commands, 
sliding my panties down to my ankles. 


The cold air stroking my clit makes me shiver. I nod at her, 
holding my dress bunched around my waist. 


Knowing I just made out with her at the ball thrown by my 
family and that she's about to go down on me drives my libido 
insane. 


She parts my thighs, burying her face against my south and I 
chew the inside of my cheek when she starts licking my wetness. 
My breath becomes rapid with every whip of her tongue down 
there, my teeth chewing my inner cheek harder to keep my voice 
lower. 


Her tongue plunges into me deep, provoking a cry out of me and 
I feel my face heat with blush as I look down at her. My fingers, 
craving to pull her hair, instead clutch my dress, as she fucks me 
with her tongue. 


Sweet heaven. I'm getting addicted to that hot, skilled mouth. 


"Lisaaaa," I moan, my eyes closing as the pleasure takes over me. 


This is not the first time she has gone down on me and I want her 
to do that every single day because she's damn good. 


My core soon tightens, my legs tremble and I'd have collapsed on 
the floor if he wasn't pinning me against the wall. I bite my lip hard 
to stop myself from screaming her name when my buildup releases 
straight into her mouth. 


She licks me clean before standing up. I can taste myself when 
she kisses me and despite being breathless from the high I just 
experienced, I respond. 


My hands fumble with her belt that makes her chuckle in my 
mouth. I finally unlock it, then undo her fly and push her pants 
down her narrow hips. She pushes my gown up again, bunching it 
around my waist. I hold my dress while she strokes her cock. The 


sight of her pleasing herself is the second-best erotic scene. The first 
is the reflection of us screwing in the floor-to-ceiling window of our 
room. 


She enters me with such force that makes me bite my lip so hard 
until I taste my metallic blood. God, I'm getting attached to this 
beautiful woman. She has filled me many times but this is the first 
time I'm letting her have a piece of me in return. 


"Has anyone made you feel like I do to you?" her eyes pierce into 
mine as she impales me deep, rough. 


"Kissed you like I do? Fucked you like you're the only one?" 


"Only you," I moan, her cock thickening by my answer, then 
slams against my wall, making me moan again. 


"It hurts me to watch you with someone else. I fucking hate it." 
Her one hand slides into my hair while the other grips my neck. He 
gives me a quick kiss, full of possession and dominance. 


Exactly what I need. 


"Do you think I'm crazy?" She asks breathlessly against my 
mouth. 


"If that makes you crazy, so am I. We're the same, Lisa," I tell her 
then let out a whimper, feeling my muscles squeeze her cock. 


Her lips are back on mine, her pumping becoming faster, deeper, 
and aggressive. She nails me the way she has never before. It hurts 
a little but the pleasure is worth it. Her dominance fuels the fire of 
her possessiveness and together we burn in it. Despite the harsh 
weather, our bodies are creating more than enough warmth for 
each other. 


She's the only woman who makes me feel loved, cherished, and 
worthy. 


Makes me express the emotions that I've never felt before and 
she's slowly painting me into her colors. 


She's changing me from a blank white canvas to a beautiful 
portrait. 


"My Muse," she groans, slamming my wall again. "Come with me," 
she pleads and I agree with a whimper. 


We're close and those last delicious thrusts are what we need to 
let it go. She stops once she thickens inside me whereas I feel my 
toes curling up. 


"Fuck... Jennieee." Her head falls over my shoulder as she grunts, 
milking me plentiful. 


"Lisaa, fuck..." With my heavily blushing face hidden in the crook 
of her neck, I come at the same time. 


We stay like that until our breathing returns to normalcy. I love 
what we did out here and I know I'm going to treasure this sizzling 
memory forever. 


She withdraws from me, helps me pull up my panties, then puts 
her cock back in her pants. 


We take care of our messy hair and smoothen the wrinkles on our 
clothes so people don't find out about our sex-y secret. 


Holding hands, we exit the terrace and re-enter the adjoining 
ballroom. Luck is on our team: nobody is a spectator to our return. 
Phew. 


My stomach rumbles. I'm flushed from head to toe when she 
views me, chuckling. 


She's towering over me despite my sky-high heels. "Hungry?" I 
chuckle too. 


"Famished after what we did out there," she grins and I blush. 


At the buffet, we fill our plates with various food items and 
occupy a nearby table. We, as usual, enjoy our meal over a 
conversation about work, followed by spontaneous topics. She's 
worried sick about her siblings being home alone, however, I 
reassure her about their safety. We also taste different bite-size 
cakes and decide to work out harder tomorrow. 


Before heading home, I introduce her to the owner of an art 
gallery. 


"How about instead of working out harder, we fuck harder 
tomorrow?" Lisa whispers in my ear after the old man leaves 
impressed with her. 


"Mmm, sounds better," I grin, loving how she squeezes my ass in 


response. 


"I knew you were fucking this bastard!" 


KA 


Chapter 29 


JENNIE 


"I knew you were fucking this bastard!" Mino appears out of 
nowhere with that bitch Chahee, Alison, and Tyler. Each of them 
dressed as if for Met Gala. 


"How scandalous of you, Jennie. I never expected you to sleep 
with a waitress," Chahee taunts. 


"Says the whore who fucked my ex-boyfriend behind my back for 
months." My retort slaps the bitch left and right in the face. 


"You too cheated on Mino with this beggar," Tyler tells and 
grimaces at Lisa. 


"Call her that again and see what I do. Her name is Lisa." Last 
time, I didn't have much of a choice but to keep quiet. Not 
anymore. I won't let these superiority complex brats humiliate Lisa 
ever again. 


"And, I didn't cheat on Mino. Our relationship was dead the 
moment I caught her fucking her," I clear their doubt, scowling at 
Chahee. 


"They had a slip-up. C'mon, stop fussing over a stupid thing." 
Alison scoffs. 


"Tell that to yourself when Chahee fucks Mino," I counter. 


Alison becomes red with humiliation. 


"You know Mino is better than a gold-digger," Tyler makes a foul 
comment. 


"Lisa," I remind him with a glare, urged to break his teeth. "Who's 
a billion times better than a child who hasn't yet stepped out of his 
diapers or any other man for the matter of fact," saying that swells 
my chest with pride. 


"I forgive you for sleeping with her, baby. Let's get back together; 
everybody here wants us to marry," Mino pleads, not realizing what 
an awful actor he is. 


"The fuck you'll forgive her!" Lisa breaks her silence with anger. 


"You fucking cheated on her for months and now, you have the 
balls to play the victim. What a low life, man. It's your goddamn 
fault that Jennie left you and honestly, thanks for screwing up, 
otherwise, I would've never met her," Lisa growls, looking livid. 


"Let's go home." Lisa takes me out of the ballroom, collecting our 
coats on the way. 


The elevator takes us to the parking lot. I'm overwhelmed with 
how she defended me in front of them instead of protecting her 
dignity. My respect for her has surpassed the highest bar and yet 
another wall of mine is breaking down to let her in. To make a 
bigger space for her inside my heart. 


We stop in front of my car when someone drags me away from 
her. 


"Let me go, Mino!" I squirm in his harsh grip, the nails of his 
fingers digging in my arms. 


"Hold her." Mino pushes me toward Tyler who comes running to 
where we're standing. 


I hate how they're man handling me like I'm an object. 


"Let her go, asshole," Lisa barks, clenching her hands by her side. 


Mino strides toward Lisa, blowing a fist on her jaw. Lisa stumbles 
a couple of steps backward, however, she composes herself. She 
brushes off the drop of blood oozing out from the corner of her lip, 
then cocks her head, smirking wickedly at Mino. Her spring-like 
aura switches to stormy. 


Lisa cracks her knuckles as she steps forward and grabs Mino by 
his shirt collars, shoving him against my car. She pulls Mino off the 
car by grabbing the back of his jacket then kicks him from behind. 
Mino ends up kissing the dust on the ground. 


"Let. Her. Go," Lisa repeats to Tyler, her voice having a don't- 
fucking-mess-with-me-or-I'll-do-the-same-to-you tone. 


Tyler's hold on me loosens but tightens again when Mino jumps 
back to his feet and paces toward Lisa to punch her in the face. 


Lisa catches his fist in the air, knees him in the gut then head- 
butts him. Mino's hands rush to hold his temple-he's probably 
seeing stars right now-however, Lisa doesn't let him recover. 


Lisa seizes advantage out of the opportunity by punching Mino 
until one of his eyes along with his cheekbone and jaw is bruised. 
His nose is bleeding too. 


Scared, Tyler sets me free. 


I run over to Lisa, her fingers immediately lacing with mine. 


Damn, I never for once thought she can fight for real. I shouldn't 
have measured her strength by her angelic face because she's 
certainly way stronger than what imagined. 


Mino would piss his pants and run for his life because he 
wouldn't stand a chance against Lisa. This is the first time I've seen 
her losing her shit and turning into a dangerous woman. After all, 
we all have our limits, don't we? 


Although her badass side is hellishly hot, I'm once again left 
overwhelmed by her. 


"Come near her again and you'll never see the next day," Lisa 
threatens the petrified brats, particularly Mino. 


Moisture starts growing in Mino's pants just by how vicious Lisa 
sounds. 


"Go show your face to Taeyung and tell him I'd do much worse to 
him if he lays a hand on Jennie ever again." 


The chickens run for the hills. 


Lisa unlocks the car door for me. We get inside and she pulls the 
car out of the building's parking lot, never leaving my hand for the 
entire ride home. 


KKKKKK KKK 


After showering separately I'd suggested having a bath together, 
however, she wanted some space, I bring the first-aid box from the 
vanity of the bathroom and settle beside her at the edge of the bed. 
I squeeze some antiseptic cream on a cotton ball and dab it where 
her lip is slightly torn. 


"Thanks," I murmur, moving to dab the cotton on her bruised 
knuckles. 


"I don't know what took over me... I probably created a problem 
for you, didn't I?" She sighs deeply. 


"Anything happens, I'll take care of it." I wrap a cotton bandage 
over the knuckles of her left hand then cut off the extra piece. 


"Well, I didn't take you the fighter type," I chuckle, bandaging her 


other hand. 


"I used to pick up a lot of fights during middle school and stopped 
after mom said aggressive boys don't get girls." 


"I think girls like bad girls." 


"Should I become a bad girl?" She cocks her head, asking 
adorably. 


A laugh runs out of me that lasts for over a minute. "God, no. I 
like you just as you are," I say and rub my nose against her, smiling. 


I put back the first-aid box in the bathroom vanity and get in the 
bed with her. 


As I lay my head on her chest, she wraps an arm around my waist 
while I throw mine over her abdomen, pushing my socked feet 
between her legs. She pulls the blanket over us with her free hand 
then drapes it around me, hugging me tightly. 


We sigh in the comfort of each other. 


My fingers draw small circles on her clothed chest, loving to sleep 
in her arms every night I'd never felt this protected with neither of 
the previous person in my life. I'd feel nothing when Mino would 
cuddle with me, especially when we'd have sex-he never once made 
me come and I'd always have to help myself later. 


But Lisa... I wouldn't find someone like her if I lose her. And that 


thought terrifies me down to my bones. 


"I think I am..." My head tilts and I see her fast asleep. 


"It was a long night, wasn't it?" I sigh and close my eyes, 
wondering how would she have reacted if I'd said that... 


XAK 


Chapter 30 


LISA 


It's Saturday: we're supposed to go on our planned date, 
unfortunately, I have shit to look after at my flower shop where I 
end up spending the whole day. High sales bring in as much work 
as money. 


To: [MyMuse] 
Dining with Bambam and Diana Sorry. 


I message Jennie after closing my shop and saying goodnight to 
my employees. I must say they're very hardworking and dedicated. 


Fr:[MyMuse] 
Okay. We'll miss you @ 


I like how she has used "we" instead of "I." As if my siblings have 
become a family to her. 


To: [MyMuse] 
Miss you guys too. 


I reply 


Fr:[MyMuse] 


I receive a heart from her that she has sent me for the first time. 


After what feels like forever smiling at the heart, I saunter across 
the street to Diana's restaurant. Bambam inquires about my 
bandages and I tell them both all about that hell of a night. 


Later, the three of us are standing outside the restaurant with 
hands in our coat pockets. 


"I think you should take a break from making new desserts 
because you're starting to grow a potbelly." My teasing is directed 
toward Diana who has put on some weight. 


Bambam's head is thrown back in laughter. "Aw, see these chubby 
cheeks," he razzes, poking her cheeks. 


She swats his hand away, rolling her eyes. "Shut the fuck up, 
Bam" 


She then looks at me, patting her tummy. "This isn't a potbelly. 
I'm pregnant." 


"What the fuck?" Bambam and I react together, wide-eyed and 
mouth hung open. 


"It's a food baby!" she exclaims, and hugs herself, laughing loudly. 


"Oh," I sigh and laugh with her. 


"Damn. Got scared for a moment. Thought I lost my chance with 
her." Bambam places a hand over his heart, astounded yet. 


"I just couldn't imagine you having a baby in your mid-twenties." 


"Tell me about it," Diana laughs, doing a fist-bump with me. 


My phone vibrates in my pocket and I retrieve it from my coat. 


MyMuse Calling..... 


"Lisa, how long will it take you to come home? Lily is-" 


"Is she okay? What happened?" The thought of someone hurting 
my sister panics me. 


"T'U explain everything once you get here," Jennie says and hangs up. 


"What's wrong?" Diana knits her brows in worry. 


"Don't know the matter but it's about Lily." 


"Then get the fuck there, asshole." Bambam swats the back of my 
head. 


I nod at him and get into my car. 


"Fill us in later!" his yell follows me as I drive away. 


KKKKKK KKK 


Punching in the house code, I drop my car keys into the bowl on 
the foyer table and hurry to the living room. Lily runs off to her 
room the moment she sees me and I'm afraid something terrible has 
occurred. 


"Why did she run off like that?" I ask Jennie standing across from 
me in her nightgown. 


"Doesn't want you to see her cry." 


"She has cried in front of me countless times, then why?" my 
puzzled brows knit. 


Jennie crosses her arms over her chest. "She's a teenager, Lisa, 
and she wouldn't want to cry anymore before you. Especially over a 
boy thing." 


"Boy thing? Did some asshole misbehave with her?" I'd promised 
my parents to protect my siblings, whatever it takes. So if that's the 
case, I'd forever hate myself for being such a fucking failure. 


She shakes her head, further elaborating the situation to me. 


"So you're saying the guy who asked her out was actually 
pranking her and the class laughed at her after she said yes to him?" 


She nods. 


"That little bastard." How dare he play with my sister's feelings. 


My fists are clenched by my side, my jaw tightening. "What's his 
name?" I seethe. 


"Aaron," Leo tells. He sits with his hands folded behind his head. 


"Suits him well. Anyway, I'm going to speak with Ms. Rodrigo 
about the stunt he pulled." 


"Who's she?" There's a hint of jealousy in Jennie's tone. 


"Their English teacher," I answer, and as I turn around, she stops 
me like she knows where I'm headed. 


"Lisa, Lily doesn't want to talk to you. I mean I thought she 
wanted to, later she refused," she says. 


"I'm her big sister. What's the problem then?" I frown. 


"The problem is you have a fucking dick," Leo scoffs. 


"Watch your mouth. You're grounded for a week." 


"Are you fucking crazy?" Leo jumps up from the couch. 


"Two weeks. The more you curse, the longer you'll be grounded," 
I tell him strictly. 


"Fuck you, big sis." Leo throws his hands dramatically in the air 
and strides past me. 


"Three!" my shout follows him. 


"Fuck you!" he yells over his shoulder. 


"Four!" 


"You're fucking annoying, Lisa! Go to hell!" 


"Five!" My lungs burn because of the bellowing. This boy 
constantly tests my tolerance. 


Jennie muffles her laugh with a hand over her mouth. "Anything 
funny?" my eyes narrow at her. 


"You know he's not going to stay grounded for that long," she 
replies and muffles her laugh again. 


"I won't be lenient anymore. They keep taking me lightly." 


"Well, he might sneak out." 


"Don't tell me you're secretly teaching him that." 


"He's already excellent at that." She chortles while I roll my eyes. 


"You haven't changed at all, have you?" My head turns to that 
infuriatingly familiar voice. 


Kai rises from the armchair next to Jennie. Didn't happen to 
notice his presence until now. 


My possessiveness crawls out of its cave. "What are you doing 
over here?" I snap. 


"To talk to Jennie about work," He replies coolly, sliding his 
hands in his suit pockets. 


"Umm, do you guys know each other?" Jennie glances back and 
forth between us. 


"We used to be best friends during art school. Even had 
participated together in Paintbrush for the first time two years ago. 
I thought she must've told you," Kai answers. 


A flicker of irritation occurs within me. No doubt, he plans to 


make me the bad guy in her eyes too. 


"Since you happen to remember so much about me, you must also 
know I don't like fussing over shit that happened in the past," I 
retort, intending to sound rude. 


Jennie notices the auld hatred thickening the air around us. 
"Ahem," she looks at Kai "We'll talk Monday unless you're slammed 
for the day." 


"I'm free for you any day." He leans down to kiss her cheeks. 


"Goodnight, darling." He smiles at her then smirks at me, his 
shoulder brushing mine as he treads past me. 


A minute of silence later, Jennie speaks up. "I'm going to sleep 
with Lily tonight. She needs a big sister so... Err, how about we 
postpone our date to next weekend? I'm, uh, planning to spend 
tomorrow with her, doing some girl shit you know." 


"Goodnight, Jennie" Pecking her forehead, I go my separate way. 


After a hot shower, I lay in the bed, feeling empty from inside 
because of her absence beside me. 


Crazy how much I miss her... 


KA 


Chapter 31 


LISA 


My head is directed toward my shoes as I'm sitting on a chair 
with my hands chained to the steel table. Several voices are 
speaking simultaneously but I'm physically, emotionally, and 
mentally exhausted to figure out what they're saying. 


Someone puts a hand over my shoulder, shaking me vigorously. 


I slowly raise my head, unable to see them because the tears 
have made my vision blurry. 


"Lisa, if you admit it, things will become easier," my lawyer 
says, probably seated between my parents across from the table. 


"No matter what, we'll always love you, Lisa. Admit it please..." 
Mom chokes on a sob. "We can't see you suffer anymore." 


"Your mom is right... Are you listening to us, Lisa?" Dad sounds 
worried sick. 


Forgive me. 


Forgive me for being such a failure. 


Forgive me for not being the daughter you deserve. 


As a pair of tears roll down my cheeks, the scene changes and 
my vision becomes clear. 


Now, Jennie is sitting across from me. She glances the chains 
around my wrists then looks back at me with a dead-serious 
countenance. 


"Did you do that?" 


"No m" 


"Every evidence is against you. How am I supposed to know 
you're not lying?" She watches me disdainfully, the affection in her 
eyes replaced with disgust and her voice cold than ever. 


"I can only ask you to believe me." 


"I want to but-how dare you hide this from me?" She slams a 
hand on the table. "You've betrayed me, Lisa!" 


"I thought you were a good person but you're just a fucking 
criminal. You deceived me with your phony kindness. Mino might 
be a jerk but at least he's not a murderer! Then, Kai -he had every 
right to break his friendship with you. Who would want to have 
anything with you?" Her breasts rise and fall with the bellowing. 


She hates me. She hates me. She hates me and it fucking hurts. 


Too much pain for a woman to bear. 


"I'm sorry..." Another pair of tears slip out of my sockets. 


"Yes, you should be sorry! And always remember that I'll never 
forgive you. You're a criminal who deserves a merciless death, not 
love. I can't believe I invested my time in you and tarnished my 
public image." 


"Goodbye, Lisa Manoban. I hope to never see you again." Jennie 
soars from the chair, her coldness slowly freezing me to my death. 


"Jennie, wait!" I shout-plead, standing up and when I try to 
move, the chain holds me back to the steel table. 


"Jennie, please!" 


She never glances back and then, the door shuts, leaving me all 
alone in the haunting darkness. 


"Stay..." 


KKKK KK KK 


I wake up with a jolt, sweating profusely and breathing 
frantically. It takes me a while to return to normalcy. I look around 
in the room, gradually realizing that it's Jennie's place after all. 


Shaky palms run down my face and I slick back my sweaty hair, 
continuing to sit on the bed. 


This, perhaps, is the hundredth time I've had a nightmare, but the 
first time in the last year. 


Fuuuuck. 


As I put my coffee mug in the sink, two familiar arms wrap 
around my torso from behind. "I missed you," she murmurs, resting 
her face against my back. 


Her presence subtly makes me stop overthinking my nightmare. 
"Missed you more." I was feeling like shit until now... I'm recharged 
and happy. 


Turning around in her embrace, I notice she's dressed already for 
the day. "Are you girls heading out now?" 


It's seven in the morning: they should be sleeping till noon since 
they might've spent the night talking. 


She nods. "We've planned to do a lot of hot girl shit today, so 
expect us to return by midnight," she sounds thrilled. 


"Have you had breakfast?" 


She clicks her tongue in no. "A new café opened a couple of 
blocks away, so we'll begin with our date there." 


"Wow... should I be jealous that my sister gets to go on a date 
with you and not me?" I razz, tucking a single hair behind her ear 
then wrap my arms around her waist. 


Her smirk pops in. "Looks like today's your unlucky day." 


My nose gently nuzzles hers. "Disagree. Every day with you is my 
lucky day." 


"Cheeeesy," she stretches the word like it's a ball of mozzarella. 


We chuckle together. 


She clears her throat. "Anyway, you're the first woman to say that 


to me." 


"It's my honor then." 


"If you keep saying such things, I'll-" 


"You will?" 


"N-nothing." 


"Mmhm, tell me what did you girls do last night." 


"Well," she begins. "We put on a face mask, watched a romance 
flick with tubs of ice-cream. Afterward, I told her the horrible 
stories of my dating life, men particularly, which helped her a lot 
than I thought to cope up with her situation. And then, we slept." 


"Just curious, how many men have you dated so far?" I ask. 


"Umm..." she pulls her bottom lip between her teeth which is just 
too hot. "Don't know really. I used to have a string of boyfriends so 
never cared enough to count them. How about you?" 


"I'm not into dicks, Honey" 


She rolls her eyes. "I meant girlfriends." 


"I know. Just messing with you," I chuckle and she pouts cutely. 


"Anyway, I never had a girlfriend. I mean kind of had one during 
high school but she came out super bossy and possesive. After that, 
I never had time to date because I was unhealthily engrossed in art. 
I fucked around a lot though, mostly one-night stands. Diana is the 
only one I'd slept with for a long time." 


"Oh." Her red plump lips go round. "I feel bad that your first 
girlfriend came out that way. It must've hurt you." 


"It didn't since weren't really dating," I assure her. "She was just a 
crush." 


She hums. "Don't take me wrong, I'm a little jealous of Diana," she 
mutters, instantly mortified by her confession. 


"And I am, of all the men you've dated," I say playfully so she 
doesn't feel bad about it. 


On a serious note, I mean my statement. Jennie makes me a 
possessive girl in a healthy way. That doesn't imply me considering 
her as an object, my property. My possessiveness toward her is the 
same as it's for my family. It simply means they're precious to me. 


"We're the complete opposite, aren't we? I've dated too many 
whereas you've no experience in that." 


"I think we're rather more similar than polar." 


"Lisa, have you ever thought about-- " 


"I'm ready!" Lily's cheerful voice startles us. 


Jennie jumps back and turns to my enthusiastic sister standing 
across from the kitchen island. 


"I can wait if you guys... umm, aren't done with..." Lily trails off 
awkwardly. 


"Let's get going." Jennie tells her, then gives me a quick chaste 
kiss, blushing against my smiling lips. "Miss me, Honey" 


"Miss me, too." I peck her forehead which has become a daily 


ritual for me. 


Jennie goes to Lily and grabs her purse from the breakfast bar. 


"Have fun, you two. By the way, you're looking prettier today, 
Lily -pie. You know how much I love you, right?" 


Lily nods and grins. "Love you the same, Lisa Have fun with Leo" 


"Will try." 


The girls giggle, well aware of how hard it is to have fun with 
Leo's boringest spaceshit ass. They wave me bye before heading out 
for their date. 


KA 


Chapter 32 


JENNIE 


Lily and I have a super healthy yet scrumptious breakfast at the 
newly opened café. From there, I drive us to the deluxe salon & spa 
where I have a premium membership. We're pampered with a hair 
spa, followed by a stylish haircut, manicure, and pedicure, as well 
as a relaxing body massage. 


At a fancy restaurant, we have lunch over a conversation about 
entrepreneurship in particular and the business world in general. 
She firmly says that instead of rushing into a relationship simply 
because it's a trend, she'll rather focus on her career. 


I like how quickly she understands things and I respect her 
devoted passion plus determination to reach her goal of starting her 
very own brand. I jokingly request her not to surpass me in the 
future, rather collaborate with my company so we can be at the top 
together. She agrees and we share hearty laughter. 


Our next stop is the city mall. 


We enter the showroom of my brand and I personally pick out 
dresses for her. She goes to try them out in the changing room 
while I wait for her on the couch outside. I ask her to do a little 
ramp walk and twirl around in each outfit that she tries on. 


In all honesty, she looks pretty in each of those ten dresses, and 
therefore, I add them all into our cart. Despite her hesitancy, I get 
her cosmetics and skincare before moving to the neighboring 
showroom, getting shoes for both of us. 


The sky is purplish-orange when we're back in my car whose 
trunk is filled with shopping bags. The insanely rankling traffic of 
NYC makes our ride to the hotel longer. 


Tapping my shoe repeatedly on the car floor, I impatiently sit 
with my hands gripping the steering wheel, waiting for the traffic to 
clear out. 


"Thank you very much, Jennie," Lily says causing my head to turn 
to her. 


She sits with her palms flattened over her thighs. "You didn't have 
to buy me all that when you had helped me enough yesterday 
night. Not sure how long it'll take me but I will repay you for 
everything." 


"Please don't thank me, baby girl. I helped you because I 
genuinely care for you. I didn't buy you all that because of Lisa.. It's 
just... I never had a sibling to pamper," I express, meaning every 
word spoken. 


Her smile reaches her eyes. "I really had lots of fun today." 


"Me too," I smile, extending a hand to pat her head and she 


nestles into my touch. 


Her affection melts the icy layer around my heart and I wonder is 
how it feels to have a sibling... the bond that Taeyung severed even 
before he developed it with me. 


We go to the movies after dinner for a late-night show. A horror 
comedy. We scream throughout the film just like most of the 
audience present in the cinema hall, even though we're everything 
but afraid. Although ghosts are barely frightening, the comic timing 
is on point. 


During the interval, Lily tells me a secret about Lisa which is she's 
afraid of horror flicks. I add another thing to my bucket list of 
things to do with Lisa, further imagining her reaction-she'll hug me 
tightly, hiding her face against breasts and watching the movie with 
only one eye open. 


Mmmm, I'd love that. 


Exactly at midnight, we reach home. Lisa and Leo, waiting for us 
in the living room, curiously glance at the shopping bags in our 
hands. 


"Did you girls buy the whole shop?" Lisa chuckles. 


I flop down beside her on the couch, placing the bags on the 
coffee table. "Jealous, Hon?" My playful elbow pokes her in the 
side. 


"Ah, yes. I should've been the one on a date with you." She 
pretends to be sad and how cute is that. 


"Jennie got these for you." Lily hands a bag to Leo seated to the 
right of Lisa. She then collapses on the armchair with a sigh. 


Leo draws out a few fat books about space from the bag, his eyes 
dilating with amazement as he checks out each of them. 


"Holy shit, I've wanted to buy these for so long!" he exclaims. "Six 
weeks grounded." Lisa hurls a glare at him. 


"Stop being a spoilsport!" Leo frowns. 


"I--" Lisa is interrupted by me. "Cut him some slack. He's ecstatic 
and you shouldn't spoil it." 


"Fine," Lisa agrees, rolling her eyes. "You better show some 
gratitude to Jennie," she further tells Leo. 


"Of course. I'm not ungrateful as I may otherwise seem," Leo 
replies, sort of offended. He leans forward to view me. "You're 
annoying but also kind. Thank you." 


"Aren't you the annoying one here?" my eyes narrow at him. 


He guffaws. And I can't stop myself from smiling internally. Such 
a brat. But I guess I'm getting used to him. 


"Whoa, did you girls get a haircut?" Lisa amuses, glancing back 
and forth at Lily and me. 


"Damn, you even dyed your hair orange." She lifts a strand of hair 
lying over my shoulder. 


"Umm... do you like it?" I coyly ask, hoping she doesn't see me as 
a clown. I know I look hot but I want her to think the same. 


"Fucking love it." She grins, my hair slipping out of her fingers as 
she lets it go. "Though I prefer your original color black." 


"Me too. Dyed it for a change." 


"How did you notice that? I didn't until you pointed it out," Leo 
amuses. 


"You got to be observant for that," Lisa responds. 


"Take that tip if you want a girlfriend someday." 


Leo's unbothered by my teasing. "Who wants a girlfriend when I 
got these?" He asks rhetorically, holding up the books, and winks at 
me. 


Lisa laughs. 


Our attention is further drawn to Lily. She has fallen asleep right 
in the armchair. A day full of traveling must've worn her out. 


"TIl put her to bed." Lisa stands up and pads over to the armchair, 
scooping her in her strong arms. 


"Goodnight, pumpkin-head." Leo yawns and follows Lisa out of 
the living room. 


"Hey! I'm not a pumpkin-head, you space brat!" Huffing out, I rise 
from the couch and ascend the stairs to my room, regretting getting 
a gift for that hellion. 


Humph. 


Kak 
Pumpkin head 


Chapter 33 


JENNIE 


The next day I'm late for work, feeling a little lazy which hasn't 
happened before. I wanted to stay forever in bed with Lisa, 
unfortunately, I have four meetings to attend. Three regarding my 
brand products while the other regarding Paintbrush. 


Speaking of which, the finale is scheduled to be on 14th 
February, Valentine's day. So, Lisa has the whole of December, 
January, and twelve days of February to work on her piece. She's 
planning to utilize these last two weeks of November to fish ideas 
related to the theme of love, regardless of platonic or romantic. 


Well, I'm excited to know what will be her expression of love 
through the language of art. 


Grabbing my phone from my office desk, I lean back in my 
armchair and log into my social media account. I click a selfie using 
a vintage filter and upload it on my story, waiting for her reaction. I 
stare at my phone, skimming through the countless messages that I 
receive within seconds. 


Ten minutes tick away with me boringly gazing at my phone 
screen. She must be busy painting. 


I resume working on my computer and every time the chiming of 
the notification disappoints me. Ugh. 


Hours later, I'm discussing the launch of my new product line 
when my phone's screen lights up on the table, flashing a 
notification from Lisa. 


My heart stupidly skips a beat as my hand reaches for the device. 


LisaM: I am having blue balls after seeing this 


She has replied to my selfie. 


I refrain from blushing in front of the executives of the various 
departments as I type. 


Tlovelesyeuxdenini: Thought it'll help you with the pressure. 


LisaM: If anything, it's only torturing me, making me desperate 
for you. 


Ilovelesyeuxdenini: Mmmm, I think I like that. 


LisaM: Sadist, aren't you? 


Her message has me crack up inside my head. 


Ilovelesyeuxdenini: Maybe. Will you sign up to be my masochist 
then? 


I hit send. 


LisaM: Aren't I one already? 


Tlovelesyeuxdenini: Right. 


LisaM: Gonna get back to my painting. See you later. 


Ilovelesyeuxdenini: Gonna get back to my meeting too. (P.S 
Take care of those blue balls for me.) 


LisaM: Yes, ma'am. 


Her obedience is sweet, entertaining for my libido even. I 
internally smile at her message, refocusing on the ongoing 
conference. Luckily, nobody has noticed me zoning out. 


KkKKKKK KKK 


Kai takes me out on dinner to discuss Paintbrush related stuff. It's 
our first time as a sponsor as well as a judge-he's also a former 


winner of the contest. I still can't swallow that Lisa and him were 
once best friends. I want to ask him about his friendship with Lisa 
but I guess that'd be too personal since we don't know each other 
well apart from being colleagues. 


Besides, the fact that he's Taeyung's good friend makes it hard for 
me to trust him. Though I can't deny that he's effortlessly charming 
and smooth with words. 


He has dirty blond hair, an extremely well-built tall body, and a 
gorgeous face with gray eyes that can swoon any woman. 
Nevertheless, he's nothing close to Lisa's perfection. 


Lisa beats Kai by looks as well as personality. 


Or maybe I'm just crazily attracted to Lisa that no other man/ 
woman in the world seems appealing to me anymore. 


We step onto the sidewalk outside the restaurant, facing each 
other. "Thanks for the dinner," I say, wrapping my arms around 
myself. 


"I'd love to share my many more dinners with you," Kai smiles, 
closing the distance between us with a single step. 


"You're prettier as a orange-head." He tucks a hair behind my ear, 
his knuckles brushing the pulse under it. 


"Kai-" 


He catches me off guard by bringing his mouth down on mine. 
Kisses me despite I'd made it clear to him that I'm not interested in 
him at the ball that day. I place my hands on his chest and gently 
push him back, separating our lips. 


"I told you that I like Lisa." I hope I haven't done anything 
unknowingly to lead him on. 


"Sorry, I couldn't stop myself..." He scratches the back of his neck. 
I'm unsure whether he's genuinely apologetic or faking it. 


"You aren't dating her, are you?" he asks eventually. 


"No " 


"Then I don't see any problem with us having some fun unless you 
guys aren't allowed to see other people." 


"We can see other people but we don't. Besides, I don't think it 
will be right to engage in anything intimate with a co-judge." 


"Well, isn't that a little hypocritical of you since you're sleeping 
with a contestant?" he sneers. 


Despite my urge to counter, I don't because he's right. I shouldn't 
be sleeping with a contestant since it's clearly against the rules but 
if Kai leaks out my secret. 


"Don't worry, I won't tell about you guys," He tells as if he 
magically read my thought process. 


"On one condition though," he adds with a lopsided grin. 


"I'm not selling you my body," I make it clear to him. He cannot 
blackmail me into sleeping with him in exchange for keeping quiet. 
If that's really the case, he's just another low life like Mino and 
indeed deserving of Taeyung's friendship. 


He starts laughing. "I was going to ask you to become friends 
with me. So...?" he stretches out a hand. 


"Oh... okay." I sigh, shaking my hand with his which is big and 
warm. 


"Jennie?" 


"Lisa?" 


I turn around, watching her stand with her hands inside in her 
coat pockets. "What are you doing here?" 


Lisa exhales. "I was out with Bambam and Diana." She glances at 
Kai towering over me from behind. 


"You could've told me it was him instead of lying about having 
dinner with Mr. Kim," she sounds betrayed as her sight lands back 
on my face. 


"You could've also told me about being friends with him." 


Shit, shit! 


I shouldn't have blurted that because I know she must have a 
reason. Besides, I had kept things about my family from her, so who 
am I to taunt her? 


Kai's right I'm a fucking hypocrite. 


"I'm not friends with him anymore that makes him insignificant in 
my life, so I didn't bother telling you," Lisa calmly states but the 
hurt in her voice is apparent. 


"Touché." Kai comes to stand beside me. "Anyway, I hope you 


don't mind Jennie being friends with me." 


"If she wants to be friends with you, who am I to stop her?" 


"Her girlfriend. Oops, technically you're not. Or are you?" 


Lisa doesn't give out a reaction. 


"TIl take that as a no." Kai's tone is mocking. "You know right, 
other men will seek her out thinking she's still a single woman. I 
mean what's the point of dating Jennie Kim when you're not 
literally dating her. Your loss might become someone's gain." 


"Are you saying you'll seek her out?" Lisa asks. 


Kai puts a finger to her chest. "She blatantly rejected me. Twice." 


"Then it's not my loss," Lisa says snappily. "Thanks for your 
'concern' though." 


She holds my hand, interlacing our fingers, and pulls me to her 
side. "Let's go home." 


I nod, then look at Kai. "Goodnight." 


"See you soon, darling." Kai smiles at me, then leans to whisper 
something in Lisa's ear. I can't hear him at all. 


"What did he say?" My curiosity jumps in once Kai drives off in 
his car. 


"Nothing." Lisa brushes it off. 


I don't push her to spill it out. She probably doesn't want to tell 
me because it's something nasty. 


"Did you bring your car?" She asks me. 


"Kai drove me here, so I left mine at the company building." 


"Alright," she nods. "Mine's parked a couple of blocks away. Do 
you mind a little walk or shall I carry you on my back?" 


Heat spreads across my cheeks. "I-I don't mind walking... or the 
latter. I-I mean... it's awkward for you to carry me on your back in 
public." 


"Your stuttering is cute." With the finger of her free hand, she 
pokes my nose as we start walking down the sidewalk. 


My lips pucker. "Why do you keep calling me cute?" 


"Cute." She pokes my nose again. 


"Argh... I'm sorry for lying to you." 


"Cute and forgiven." 


"Lisaaaaaa!!" 


KA 


Chapter 34 


JENNIE 


This weekend Lisa lends a helping hand at Diana's restaurant 
along with Bambam since two of the teenage waitresses have taken 
abrupt leave. Despite that's not my business to look after, I offer to 
find someone to fill in those places. But she says Bambam and she'll 
manage. Thus, our first date is postponed for the second time. 


That's okay though. I didn't stop her because I don't want her to 
think I'm selfish. 


Of course, I am selfish but when it comes down to her, I become 
the most selfless version of myself. 


The following week is super hectic at work whereas Lisa spends 
her days in her studio, painting and gathering ideas for her final 
piece. The only good part, the only day throughout the long week, 
we get to spend some quality time together is Thanksgiving. 


Every year, ever since I turned eighteen, my mom invites me 
home for a showy dinner with family and friends. I turn it down, as 
usual, choosing to celebrate it with Lisa, Lily and Leo. 


It feels good not to be alone this year, enjoying the holiday with 
my new family. We feast on grilled turkey, wine, and desserts, play 
monopoly and card games until the four of us fall asleep on the 
floor of the living room. 


However, the saddest part is the postponing of our date for the 
third time. This Saturday is Karen's daughter's baby shower that I 
can't refuse for the obvious reasons and attend it with Lily. 


Sunday morning, two workers bring over a large painting 
wrapped in brown sheets of paper from my office. Lisa asks me 
what it is for, and I tell her it's something I'd bought a couple of 
years ago. Ever since I was a child, I've been fond of art despite 
never possessing any creative abilities. And since my office is 
getting renovated, the painting will be hung temporarily on the 
bedpost wall of our room. 


Lisa is childishly curious to see what the painting is about star- 
crossed soulmates; the sun man and the moon woman struggling to 
touch their hands but the red strings of fate tied around their ankles 
are stopping them. 


Once the painting is nailed at its place, her eyes widen. She 
palely gapes at it for a long time, rooted to the spot in front of the 
bed. I place my hand on her arm and she flinches away from me. 


"Lisa," I whisper, wondering whether the painting has reminded 
her of something terrible. 


Perhaps, a past relationship... But she hasn't dated anyone, so 
what else? 


She runs a hand through her hair and scrambles out without a 
word. I follow her down the hallway to her studio. She locks herself 
up, asking me to leave her alone in a voice that tells me that she's 
on the verge of having a hyperventilation attack. I want to help her 
but I also don't to push her, so I let her be on her own, praying that 
she'll be fine. 


I spend the rest of the day in my room, ruminating how did the 
painting trigger her and why. 


Goddammit, I shouldn't have brought it home. 


But then, I wouldn't have discerned how she too has her own 
walls, probably twice higher and thicker than mine. Rather than 
breaking those walls, I expect her to lower them and let me in the 
same way I did for her. 


Leo and Lily question Lisa's absence at dinner and I lie that she's 
busy working. Afterward, I knock on the door and leave the dinner 
dish outside her studio, then head over to the balcony, resolving on 
a wingback. 


I pull my knees to my chest, resting my chin on them as I hug 
myself, waiting for her to come back to me. Being crazy worried 
about her, my mind is full of pessimistic shit. Such that I'm starting 
to believe that it's my karma for ignoring her for days before I'd let 
her experience my storm, read my naked thoughts. 


What if she doesn't talk to me for a week? 


What if 


Around shell knows how long after she shows up with a blanket 
in her hand. She avoids making an eye-contact with me, though I 
watch her like she's the only one besides me in this gigantic 
universe. She drapes the blanket around my shoulders before 
lighting up the fire pit. 


"You shouldn't have been out here in the cold." At the bar, she 
makes herself a glass of rum and gulps it. 


"Thanks... umm..." I don't complete it, though am sure she 
understands what I mean. 


"Want some?" She gulps another glass of liquor. 


"Please." 


She brings me a glass and settles on the wingback across from 
mine, swirling the dark drink in her glass. 


I gulp it quickly, desperate for the liquid to fill me with warmth. 
Not a fan of rum anyway. 


"That painting..." She finishes her drink, seeming down in the 
dumps. "Is Kai's, isn't it? You bought it from Paintbox's exhibition 
two years ago." 


Paintbox is Paintbrush's original name which was changed after 
the corrupt inside members, including the judges, were replaced 
with the new ones to give it a fresh start. 


"No. It's of the other person... who was accused of plagiarism." My 
answer drops a bombshell on her. 


"Why would you buy a plagiarized painting?" She asks me after a 


long stare at the glass in her hand. 


"Don't know really... At that moment, I felt like the other person 
was innocent. I believed that when everyone else accused that 
person" 


The corner of her lip twitches as if my words touched her deep 
somewhere, and when her blues meet my browns, I gasp loudly. 


Oh my god. 


All the dots join, making the picture clear to me. 


"Lisa... it was you." 


A tear rolls down my cheek. 


KAK 


Chapter 35 


JENNIE 


"Yeah... that artwork is exclusively mine," She admits. The 
sadness blended with resentment is clear in her tone. 


"But not in the world's eyes." 


I haven't heard the whole story from her perspective and yet I 
strongly believe she isn't a plagiarist. She's an honest and sincere 
woman, and I'd bet my life on that. I'd rather choose to trust her 
than Kai about whom I barely know anything. 


"Don't take me wrong, is there any possibility that two artists can 
paint the same thing?" I quietly ask, tucking my legs beneath me on 
the chair. 


"Two artists can paint a similar scenario, yes, but their work 
cannot be mirror images unless one of them has plagiarized the 
other," she explains, gripping her glass like she wants to crush it to 


fine dust. 


After hearing my "oh," she sighs, her grip loosening. "Kai and I 
were roommates at the dorm of our art school in Chicago. We'd 
become best friends in the Freshman year and we knew everything 
about each other. Well, at least, I thought I knew him..." she pauses 
to let out a wry chuckle. 


"Apart from an A grade student, he was exceptional at making 
mirror images of the popular paintings in the world whereas I 
would always end up adding my own variation to it. I sucked at 
copying while he was proud of his skill." 


Hmm, that does make sense. Kai clearly has a higher possibility 
of mirroring Lisa's original piece. 


"Our professor had recommended us to kick start our career with 
Paintbrush which as you know was previously known 'Paintbox.' 
The registration and selection process differed back then and 
luckily, we were both pushed up into the top ten. The finale was 
scheduled in the same week as our graduation's and since we were 
the only students from the school to have ever entered the finale, 
the faculty went lenient on us and we had more time in our hands 
to focus on the big event." 


"We'd shared our ideas and started working on it. Since I'd 


finished mine earlier, I showed it to Kai who let me see his too. The 
graduation came by and we passed as the honorable students and 
when the finale dawned, we'd submitted our framed pieces wrapped 
in sheets to the Paintbox committee. In the evening, we'd arrived at 
the art gallery with our families, waiting eagerly for the display of 
our paintings before all. From the judges to the participants to the 
audiences." 


The memory of me being there at the art gallery, all by myself, 
galvanized to decipher meanings from each painting, flashes in 
front of my mind. Goosebumps trains everywhere on my body, 
realizing how close I'd been to Lisa. Only if I'd known her back 
then, I'd have saved her from the darkness that was awaiting her 
towards the end of the night. 


"One by one they showcased the paintings and since Kai's was 
exhibited before mine, I was shocked to see his being an exact copy 
of mine. Gasps and gossips spread in the gallery faster than an 
epidemic when mine was revealed at the last. I'd looked at Kai who 
was already staring at me with a betrayed face like I was the 
plagiarist instead." 


Palms drag down her face as she laughs pathetically at herself. 
"At that moment, I didn't know what I felt. Pissed. Or backstabbed. 
Or dejected. The reality was too harsh for me to absorb-I felt numb, 
unable to hear whatever my parents were speaking or pay attention 
to the chaos around me." 


Her pain relates to mine. I'd felt the same, numb, after catching 
Chahee fucking Mino. The person whom I'd considered my friend 
despite we didn't have the strongest bond had shamelessly stabbed 
me in the back.. 


Sometimes I find myself wondering: what had I done to deserve 
betrayal? 


Perhaps, she wonders the same. 


"We were taken into a room on the floor above where the matter 
was investigated by the committee. I was honest to every question 
hurled at me and pointed out Kai's duplicating ability which was 
solid evidence. However, he was even better at manipulation that 
I'd known for a long time but realized it too late. We were 
instructed to wait in the same room as they'd decided to discuss the 
issue with our professors before passing a verdict." 


"I'd asked Kai why had he done that and promised to forgive him 
if he'd admitted his wrongdoing. He continued his victim 
performance, never dropping his award-winning act even for a 
second. We both could predict the verdict he was going to be 
exposed any minute-so, he started provoking me, well aware of my 
tolerance level. And he did get the reaction out of me regardless of 
my resistance. He'd badmouthed my parents' and I couldn't let him 
continue I punched him in the face, so hard, he broke his nose." 


"He punched me back but couldn't do much other than bruising 
my jaw. I only defended his blows, then he smartly got us on the 
ground with me above him and pulled out something tucked in his 
jeans. It was a sharp knife and instinctively, I went to stop him from 
stabbing me in the gut had I known it was a trap, I wouldn't have 
fallen for it. He turned the knife around, stabbing himself at a spot 
that wouldn't take his life but would surely make me look like what 
he'd planned of." 


"Call it bad luck or coincidence that the committee returned, 
utterly horrified by the scene. Kai was lying on the floor, wincing as 
he held the handle of the knife inside him while I sat on my knees, 
his blood on my hands and clothes. I didn't know what expression 
was on my face but the way I was dragged away from him, I'm sure 
I looked like a crazy murderer who'd attempted to kill his best 
friend out of the fear of getting exposed." 


Listening to that, I think I'm going to have a conniption. Yes, I 
had my doubts about Kai. Though I never imagined him to be a 
scum who'd do anything for success, even if that meant framing his 
best friend for the crimes she didn't commit. 


God, why did I befriend him!? 


Had Lisa opened up to me sooner, I'd have maintained at least ten 
feet distance from that scum. 


"The cops were called and I was taken to the station, thrown into 
a cell like they'd already declared me guilty. I'd spent two weeks 
there since my parents couldn't get me bail. On the first day of the 
third week, Kai visited me in the investigation room, promising to 
drop the charges against me only if I would admit to plagiarizing 
his work. I remember spitting on his face while he'd grinned, asking 
me to think over." 


My hands hurry to my gasping mouth. I'd never gotten a glimpse 
of the woman dragged down the emergency staircase by the cops 
since her head was bowed. Had I known it was my Lisa, I'd have 
run behind her until I had her free. I'd have fought for her even if 
the whole world was against her. 


"My parents and my lawyer implored me to give up because there 
was no point in fighting against Kai who had connections with the 
Paintbox committee. Plus, the CCTV footage of that night's incident 
and me picking up fights during my middle school was strong 
evidence that he was planning to use against me. Even if Kai's 
plagiarism was proved by our professors, I was nevertheless going 
to prison for a murder attempt. Welp, the professors' were in 
dilemma, whether to side with him or me, and the slightest chance 
of getting out of the shit was gone too." 


Of course, Kai had connections with higher-ups ups for pulling 
such a stunt. It was indeed was a wise and fair decision to replace 
the corrupted committee with sincere people. 


Except for Kai. 


The so-called story of his success is getting him sympathetic fans 
even today. I hate to admit being one of them until now. 


I wish Lisa's professors had supported her without having second 
thoughts. But can I really blame them for keeping a neutral mind as 
a third party? Kai had screwed Lisa so bad, there was no escape for 
her. 


Her melancholic voice cracks as she proceeds, "I couldn't see my 
family suffering because of me, so I gave up... admitted before Kai, 
the Paintbox committee, and my lawyer that I stole his idea and 
attempted to murder him. After his cleverly planned victory, he 
dropped the charges, explaining to the cops how it was something 
unfortunate happened by accident. I was released the same day and 
I remember how happy my parents were despite the critical gazes 
we'd received at the station." 


"Kai destroyed my career even before it began and I wondered if 
he ever saw me as his best friend. Perhaps, I was always the 
obstacle he needed to overcome, the rival he desired to defeat. My 
parents bought me an apartment in Boston, encouraging me to start 
anew. For the first six months, I'd locked up myself in the place and 
when I'd finally got a hold of my life, I heard about their death..." 
she swallows hard, subconsciously keeping the glass on the end 
table near her. 


"I'd lost so much in a short time that I wanted to kill myself too. 
But the thought of my siblings surviving without a guardian made 
that urge disappear. I sold my apartment and flew back here. The 
social services weren't ready for letting them stay under my care 
because of... I'd begged for their custody because they were my only 
family left... Sometimes I think my parents' killed themselves 
because I was a failure, a stigma." 


"You're free to hear Kai's contradictory side to the story and I'm 
sure you'll rather be willing to buy his truth. It's okay if you're 
disgusted with me-I'd be lying if I say I'm mentally prepared " 


"I believe you, Lisa. I'm choosing to buy your truth," I say like 
that's the rightest thing to do. 


I go to stand in front of her chair. My hands cradle her face as I 
look down at her who watches me like she has misheard me. 


"I'm not disgusted with you, and I refuse to believe your parents' 
were either, so stop blaming yourself for their misfortune. 
Admitting doesn't mean guilty if it's forced or manipulated. Still, if 
you're a criminal in the world's eyes, I'd willingly accept that title 
too by staying by your side." 


"Jennieee...." her eyes swell with tears as my name quivers off her 
lips. 


"Thank you... for trusting me." She swallows down the rest like 
she's holding back whatever she wanted to add. 


"Thank you for trusting me with this... for telling me your 
deepest, darkest secret." 


You don't know how close I now feel to you... we've been 
connected even before we got to know each other. 


Her arms wrap around my waist as she buries her face against my 
breasts, releasing a sob. Her tears wet my shirt. 


With one hand gently rubbing her back, I lean down to kiss the 
top of her head and run the fingers of my other hand through her 
hair. I let her cry her heart out, shedding some of my own tears. 
Her hurting becomes my hurting, tightening my chest with the 
shared pain. 


This is the second most intimate moment I've had with her, while 
the first being the night I shared my sorrow with her. 


"I never want to lose you." Her walls shatter down with her 


desperate cry. 


And so does mine. 


"I never want to lose you either." 


XAK 


Chapter 36 


LISA 


It's eight in the morning when my eyes open despite having slept 
for barely five hours. Jennie and I've been up for most of the night, 
exploring every inch of each other's body map with only our moans 
doing the talking. 


The room is dark, not pitch black, as she sleeps soundly in my 
arms. Her steady, hot breath kisses my chest, her silky orange hair 
cascading down her milky back, further hiding inside the blanket, 
and her swollen lips slightly dry. 


Mmm, what a serene view to wake up. 


Yesterday when I saw my painting hung on our bedpost wall, I 
was half shocked, half scared. It triggered me to the extent I almost 
received a hyperventilation attack. I needed space to get my shit 
together before I'd decided to come clean to her, well aware that I 
might lose her. 


Call it luck, miracle, or blessing, I didn't. 


She still saw me as her Lisa, not as a criminal. Saw me with 
affection, not with disgust. 


I'm indefinitely grateful that she chose to trust me, not to leave 
me. Hence why I let her in completely, showing her my naked 
emotions and thoughts. 


My phone's alarm starts ringing on the nightstand. I stretch out 
my hand to turn it off. 


"I don't feel like getting out of the bed," she mumbles, nuzzling 
my chest. 


"You're anyway working from home because of the renovation," I 
murmur, looking down at her whose eyes are shut. 


"I'm taking the day off." 


"Don't let the Monday blues stop you." 


She hooks her leg across my hip, hugging me tightly. "Mmmm, 
only this Lisa is stopping me." 


Her lips press on my chest before her head tilts. "You're so warm, 
like a spring in this winter." 


"Mmhm?" Gently pushing her on her back, I place a pillow below 
her head before moving on top of her body. 


She nods, her cheeks smudging as pink as cotton candy. Her 
sleepy smile is cute. 


"I guess you need a day off after all." 


We sigh together as I fill her full of my warmth, pinning her arms 
overhead and fuck her lazily, burying my face in the crook of her 
neck. 


KKKKKKKKK 


The weekend comes by soon and I still haven't started working on 
my final piece. The theme being love is hard despite how easy it 
sounds. Everyone has their own definition and perspective towards 
it and since there are countless kinds of love around the world, I'm 
unsure which one should I pour into my painting. 


"Hey, get in the car!" Jennie's voice arrows through my thoughts. 


Nodding, I climb into the driver's seat and start the engine. What 
a jerk to zone out on our first date. 


Yes, we've finally got the time for that. A black sweater tucked in 
a leather skirt, she sits beside me, bright-eyed and bushy-tailed. The 
black stockings cover her long toned legs, the leather boots 
reaching her knees, and a matching jacket thrown over her 
shoulders. Her orange hair suits her, done light makeup God, I'd 
rather spend our date kissing her all day because she's absolutely 
breathtaking. 


The most gorgeous woman in the world. 


"Stop staring or we'll miss our show." She pouts, tugging at the 
sleeve of my black leather jacket that I'm wearing over a brown 
cardigan shirt and snug jeans. Indeed, we're twinning. It was 
something on the bucket list that she'd created for us. 


"Yes, ma'am." Kissing her cheek, I pull her car out of the parking 
lot and drive through the busiest streets. 


The sky is full of fluffy white clouds, a bit of fog spread in the 
atmosphere while the people passing by have covered themselves 
from head to toe. December has entered the city, though the first 
snow is yet to happen. 


It takes us thirty minutes to reach the multiplex where we watch 
a romantic movie okay, it's more of erotica that we'd randomly 
picked out and booked the tickets last night since we've mutually 
decided to do the things teenagers would do on our first date. 


Our seats are reserved in the corner of the last row and half of the 
time we're making out in the dark, ignoring the horny film as well 


as our caramel-cheese popcorn and drinks. 


Around two hours later, the closing credit starts rolling in. 


We drive to a chic and cozy restaurant where we have our brunch 
over a conversation about how the waitress indirectly hit on me. I'm 
laughing at Jennie's hilariously sweet jealously. She wants us to 
leave, however, I ask her not to. The other restaurants must be full 
with reservations at this hour of the day. 


So, when the waitress approaches our table with the bill book, 
she kicks my shoe and mouths to lean forward.' I obey, letting her 
kiss and claim me. 


The waitress awkwardly coughs. 


Jennie winks at me as we pull away. I clear the bill despite 
Jennie's insistence to pay. She has got me plenty of stuff including 
this outfit, so it doesn't sit right with me to let her do all the 
expenses for our date. 


"I'm going to pay next time," Jennie says, walking down the 
sidewalk with her hand interlaced with mine. 


Our car is parked a couple of blocks away from the restaurant 
where we just ate. 


"I know you're rich, Hon. Though allow me to spend on you as 
long as I can afford it," I reply, adjusting the beanie we got us a 
couple set from a local store near the multiplex on her head using 
my free hand. 


"Don't worry, I already have the most expensive thing in the 
world." 


"And what is that?" Smoke comes out of my mouth since the 
temperature is that low today. 


"You," she grins, squeezing my hand. 


"Cheesy." I roll my eyes while she giggles like a schoolgirl. 


"Anyway, what's our next destination?" I put my arm around her 


neck without unlacing our fingers and pull her to my side. 


"How about we get a tattoo?" she suggests nervously. 


"A tattoo, hmm." 


"You can get a sun under your ear and I'll get a half-moon. I, 
umm, saw it on a couple's page and found it cute." 


"Don't you hate cute stuff?" I razz, quirking a brow. 


Her sexy eyes narrow at me. "Aren't you scared of needles?" 


"Ouch," I frown, further correcting her. "Kinda scared." 


"Let's not do it then." 


"Do you really wanna do that?" She should know by now that I'd 


do anything for her happiness because I'm that hopelessly drawn to 
her. 


"Yes but..." she pauses, her cheeks tinting cherry. 


"But what?" 


"We aren't... err, we're in a nameless relationship so I wonder if it 
would be okay to do that." 


"It's okay as long as we okay with that." 


"It's also going to hurt." 


"Well, it won't hurt much as long as we're together." 


She smiles, sounding enthusiastic "Okay, let's do that." 


"Cool." I smile, leaning down to make our noses kiss. 


KA 


Chapter 37 


LISA 


Jennie finds us the nearest tattoo parlor where we have to wait 
for twenty minutes in the lounge area. We're further escorted to a 
posh and hygienic room, gestured by the artists to take our seats 
across from each other. 


The process is smooth, clean, and highly professional. A bit of 
ant-biting hurt is inflicted by the long needle, inking my sensitive 
skin. Jennie, however, is chill throughout. Doesn't shed a single 
tear, so I do that on my behalf. 


"Aw, did that hurt you a lot?" she giggles, glancing at the bandage 
pasted over my first-ever tattoo. 


We're back in the car, on our way to the next stop. 


"A bit," I admit, sheepishly meeting her gaze in the mirror above 
the center console. "Though I doubt it hurt you, Iron Woman." 


She rolls her eyes, then laughs. "It did. I'm just good at masking 
it." 


"Does shedding tears make me an emotional woman?" 


"Indeed. That's what I like about you and that's also why you're 
the sun and I'm the cold moon." 


Our car stops behind someone else's due to the traffic. 


"Well, I think you're smoking hot for a moon." 


"Oh yeah?" she flirts back. Her mouth curled into a smirk. 


"Yeah. Especially when I'm buried balls deep inside of you." 


Within seconds, her playful smirk is washed down by her flush. 


Her face becomes as red. 


The traffic clears out. I resume driving, reluctantly tearing my 
attention from her to the road ahead. 


"Can't wait to see your tattoo," she says in a soft-spoken voice, 
and when I glance at her through the mirror, she's blushing 
profusely. 


It urges me to stop this car in the middle of the highway only to 
kiss her, so she knows how hard I'm falling... 


"Can't wait to see yours either." I reach for her dainty hand that 
perfectly fits into mine, and hold it over my thigh, smiling foolishly 
to myself. 


At the ice skating center, we're provided with warm gloves and 
skating shoes. Before we enter the skating rink, Jennie wants to 
click a few selfies of us, so we sit down on one of the benches. 


She extends her arm high, adjusting her phone for us to fit into 
the camera frame, then leans to kiss my cheek with her eyes closed. 
The clicking sound is heard before I can see what expression I'm 
making. 


In the second one, my lips are pressed against her cheek and 
despite my eyes closed, I know that she's smiling coquettishly. 


"Am I silly today?" she glances around us to see if anyone's 
watching nobody is, then looks back at me, chortling. 


"Nah. We're supposed to act like teenagers. That's the plan," I say, 
resting my forehead against hers and we both laugh. 


And that's the sight captured by the third selfie. 


Holding hands, we step onto the ice rink which is packed with 
people. She grips the steel bar for keeping balance while I show off 
my skating skills to her. 


"Why didn't you tell me you know this shit?" she seems more 
pissed than astonished. 


"Wanted to show you." I wink at her, then skate away, rounding 
the large rink until I'm back in front of her. 


"Have you ever done this shit in your life?" I ask, sliding my 
hands in the pockets of my jacket. 


"Had I done that, I would be showing it off too." She's grasping 
the metal bar like her life's dependent on it. "Do you do this shit 
often?" 


"Diana and I've been doing this shit ever since we were kids." 


"Oh..." She purses her lips but I happen to hear her silence. 


"I don't like her, Jennie." 


"What?" her eyes widen. 


"Uh," I begin, running a hand through my hair, deciding how to 
put my feelings into words. "I mean I love her but I don't like her 
the way I like you." 


"Okay... Why are you telling me this?" 


I shrug nonchalantly. "Just felt like you should know." 


She hums, continuing to stare at her skating shoes. 


"Are you planning to stand here or will you let me teach you?" 


She looks up at me, accepting my hand and I squeeze hers. 
"Promise me that you won't laugh if I fall." 


She glances at the girl lying down on her back and the boy 
laughing loudly at her. The duo is supposedly a decade younger 
than us. 


"There's no fun if you don't laugh when your partner falls," I say, 
slowly taking her away from the steel railing. 


"Lisa!" she chides, swatting my chest with her free hand. 


"How about after I finish laughing at you, I fall and then you get 
to have the chance of laughing at me?" 


"Hmm. How about you save me before I-" Her hand suddenly slips 
out of mine. 


Before her head can hit the ice rink, I catch her wrist, hauling her 
back to her feet. 


She gasps, still grappled by shock. 


"Like this?" My cocky smirk earns me another swat on the chest 
from her. 


"Well, I won't save you next time unless you're about to crack 


your skull open," I add later. 


"Cruel." Her icy glare is hurled at me. 


"Thought I was kind." My lips pucker. 


"Yes, but right now you're an insensitive asshole. I hate you, 
really." 


"Isn't this insensitive asshole the one who fucks you good you 
want her to keep doing it on a loop? If you hate me, I might not 
fuck you anymore." 


"Asshole." She huffs like a child. 


"Fine, I'm gonna be your kind girl. Now, stop sulking. It's our first 
date, My Muse" 


Her face lights up at the nickname. I don't call her that often but 
I've observed that whenever I do, she likes it. A lot more than she 
likes her handbags. 


Entwining our fingers, I instruct her how to position her legs and 
how to push her body forward without applying too much force. It's 
amusing, honestly, to see one of the best businesswomen in the 
world struggle with skating. 


After some time, I release her hand so she can learn on her own. 
She starts whining to hold it back but stops once she notices the 


children sniggering at her. She snorts and lifts her chin with pride 
like a queen. 


And damn, she is. 


"Good luck, Muse." Pecking her forehead, I skate away, hoping 
that she'll follow me at her own pace. 


She does. 


As per my quick coaching, she positions her legs in the right 
manner and pushes her body forward with the right force. She's 
actually doing so well, I want to pat her. This woman never fails to 
impress me, make me proud of her achievements regardless of 
professional or personal. 


She sticks out her tongue at me and grins from ear to ear as pride 
takes over her. 


Suddenly, her legs start wobbling. "Ahhh, Lisa!!" Losing balance, 
she falls back on the hard ice rink. 


Ow, her back is going to ache all night. The more times she falls, 
the greater will be the pain. Something I'm well familiar with 
because I've fallen too many times before I learned to skate. 


"Asshole!" she shrieks, lying there with her red forest sprawling 
on the bluish ice. 


Propping up on elbows, she tries to rise but falls back again. 


"Ughhh!" Her frustration is relatable. 


I stifle a laugh, bending over to lend a hand to her. The second 
she goes to hold my hand, I withdraw it as my head is thrown back 
in laughter. 


"Lisa, you cruel asshole! You promised to save me!" her yell 
jumps up into my ears, the tone threatening me to stop. 


Ah, I wish I could. 


After what feels like a lifetime, I help her to stand and drape my 
arm around her waist for precautionary purposes. 


"God, I suck at this shit," she grumbles to herself. 


"Yeah; you do," I laugh. 


She glares at me murderously, giving me a final warning to shut 
up before I unintendedly ruin our first date. 


"We should come here often so you can get better," I suggest with 
utmost sincerity, no hint of humor in my tone. 


"I'm never coming back for this shit!" she declares angrily. 


"Yes, ma'am." 


"That's not funny!" 


"You're Cute" 


"Fuck You Lisa!!" 


"Yeah, I fuck you hard!!! 


KA 


Chapter 38 


LISA 


The café is quaint and picturesque, our booth right next to the 
floor-to-ceiling window. We're seated side by side, finishing up the 
small corn and cheese pizza that we've ordered alongside the 
chicken croissants, creamy vanilla lattes, and fudge brownies. With 
a half-eaten pizza slice in one hand and her phone in the other, 
she's leaning back against the window, swiping through the selfies 
that she has already shown me. 


While all I've been doing is gazing at her, ingraining her image in 
my mind to put it on paper later. 


When I go to the service counter to get us a refill, a high school 
student squeals. "OMG, I saw you paint live on Paintbrush.com- 
you're so hot and talented! I'm a huge fan and I've voted for you 
from twenty different accounts!" 


"Please can I have a selfie with you?" she makes a puppy face. 
"Uh... Are you sure you haven't mistaken me with someone else?" 
She shakes her head, still beaming. 


"Oh... thank you for, umm-this is my first time meeting a fan and 
I'm lost at words," I say nervously, running a hand through my hair. 


She grins, pulling out a phone from her dress pocket. "Trust me, I 
know many others who admire and support your work. Now, shall 
we?" 


"Err, sure." I lean down a bit to fit into the camera frame of her 
phone and smile as she clicks our picture. 


"Thank you, Lisa." She smiles coyly, staring at our selfie on her 
phone. 


"Uh, I know I'm only sixteen but I also happen to have a crush on 
you. Okay bye!" She quickly tiptoes to kiss me on the cheek, grabs 
her takeaway from the counter, and blushes as she exits the café. 


I pick the refills from the counter, retreat to the booth, and set 
one of the mugs in front of Jennie. She's now sitting straight, her 
phone put away in her purse. 


"Just met a fan who also happened to have a crush on me and she 
didn't even tell me her name." 
"Hmm." She cups her mug, taking a long sip. "Did you find her 


pretty?" 


"She's in high school, Jennie," I chuckle and sip my latte. "Besides, 
I'm already pussy-whipped by someone." 


"Hmm." She plucks out a tissue from the box, wiping the cheek 
where the fan had kissed me. 
Damn, she's too cute when jealous. 


"Who someone?" she asks, tossing the crumpled tissue in the 
empty pizza box. 


"Oh, there's this ice-shelled woman who acts like she's the coldest 
person ever existed. But honestly, she's only a warm, mushy 
pumpkin-head." 


Her eyes flick to meet mine. "Did you just call me a pumpkin- 
head?" 


I nod, well aware of the fact that Leo had nicknamed her that and 
she openly hates it. 


"Humph. That's the weirdest description for me." She huffs, laying 
her head over my shoulder. 

"I think that's the most accurate description for you." 

"You really have to be an ass on our first date." 


"Speaking of which, I had fun today," I smile, looking down at 
her. 


"Me too." Her expression mirrors mine. "Can we take off our 
bandages now?" She sits sideways. 


"Yes." Reaching for the left side of my neck, I peel off the 
bandage. 


So does she. The pale area under her left ear is reddish because of 
the tattoo. My finger itch to touch the small half-moon inked there I 
want to kiss and suck it tenderly. 

"Is it bad?" anxiousness coats her voice. 


"It's beautiful. Perfect for you." 


She bites her bottom lip to refrain from blushing. "Let me see 
yours." 


Gripping the edge of the table, I lean forward for her to see my 
sun which I guess is black and small as her moon, the area around it 
supposedly reddish. 


"It's beautiful. Perfect for you," she softly repeats my words. "Can't 
wait to kiss it." 


As I sit straight, she rests her head back on my shoulder. "What's 
your favorite color?" 


"Are we playing twenty-one questions?" We finish the last piece of 
the brownie. 


"Just answer me." 
"Yellow. Yours?" 


"Black and Pink" 
"Your comfort food?" 
"Gamjatang. Yours?" 
"All korean food" 


"Place?" 


My fingers rub my jaw. "Hmm, I flew abroad only once for a 
family trip during summer break. Paris, it was. I'd found the place a 
lot breathable and peaceful than here." 


"Oh, Paris's still on my list. Though I've visited plentiful places 
abroad whether for family or business trips-I like the cherry 
blossoms of Hokkaido the most." 


"Japan, huh?" 


"Mmhm. I'd love to take you there and walk with you in the park 
of cherry blossoms." 


"I'd love that too." Our eyes smile as I lean down to nuzzle her 
nose. 


"Do you like cats or dogs? I like neither," she moves to the next 
question. 


"Cats. I had one when I was a kid. One day she jumped in front of 
a truck and died on the spot." 


"That's sad. We can get one if you want to." 


"You can be my cat if you want to. I'd pet you damn good." If she 
ever puts on those cat ears, I'd cuddle with her all day but I bet 
she'd be one hell of a wildcat. 


"Kinky." She playfully nudges me in the side. 


"Very," I wink at her flirtatiously. "Now, tell me about your first 
kiss and who was it." 


"Okay, sooo... I was in eighth grade and I'd kissed this boy who 
crushed on me. Later, he turned out a jerk." 


"That little bastard," I say through gritted teeth, punching my 
palm, and she giggles. 


"Anyway, I had my first kiss during junior high with this senior 
high chick-whom I had hots for-she was also the one to take my 
virginity." 


"Oh," she tucks a hair behind her ear. "I lost my virginity to my 
high school crush and we'd dated till graduation." 


"Did he break your heart?" Fuck me if I don't punch that scum 
unless that's not the case. 


"No, not at all," she denies my assumption with the wave of a 
hand. "He was good to me and I liked him too, but his family was 
moving to England... We both knew it wouldn't work out... 
Although we've lost contact over the years, I always hope he's 
happy with whomever he is now." 


"I'm glad it didn't work out with him and I know that sounds 
extremely selfish." 


"You'd think I'm selfish too for being glad that nobody has ever 
dated you for real. Besides, I've never liked anyone as much I like 
you. With you... I don't know how to put it but it's different... in a 
good way. I'm not self-conscious and I tell you things I've never told 
anyone before. You're my safe haven, Lisa." 


"And you're mine, Jennie." 


Since it's getting dark outside, we decide to head home. The 
building lights, as usual, are replacing the stars in the sky blanketed 
with thick, gray clouds. The temperature has dropped and the chilly 
wind is blowing. I lean back against our parked car, grab her wrist 
and pull her flush against me, jacketing her in my arms. 


I bring my mouth down on hers, kissing her slowly, chastely, and 
I can feel her heart racing at the same pace as mine. 


"It's snowing!" she pulls back. A snowflake has landed on her 
nose. "I hate it." 


"Don't say that," I murmur, kissing away the snowflake from her 
nose. "From now on, the first snow will always remind me of you." 


Because just like this snow, I'll fall for you every year from now on. 
I'll fall for you even if you're miles away from me. 


God, I'm so in love with you. 


Jennie coyly clutches the front of my shirt, pulling me for a kiss 
as the snow falls over and around us. 


Kak 
Sweet update before the typhoon comes 
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Chapter 39 


LISA 


Humming to myself, I finish her sketch as I'm laying over my 
abdomen on the bed, resting my weight on my elbows while the 
pencil in my hand smoothly skies across the sheet of paper. I woke 
up early today, grinning at the ceiling and I realized how far and 
deep I've fallen for her that sleep doesn't please me anymore. 


Perhaps, people feel the same when they're in love with someone. 
You can't stop smiling randomly and you can't sleep either. You 
want to be with that special person every minute of the day. 


Jennie's sleeping beside me and I still miss her. 


Fuck, I'm damned in a good way. 


"Good morning." 


"Morning." She lazily smiles back, propping herself up on an 
elbow as the sheets slide down to her waist, exposing her naked 
skin. 


"You made me more gorgeous," she giggles groggily, referring to 
the sketch of her sleeping soundly, her hair sprawling over the 
pillow. 


"I don't think so. Your beauty is hard to grasp," I reply honestly, 
closing the sketchbook to give her my undivided attention. 


She bites her bottom lip sexily. "I can only draw stick figures so 
it's a masterpiece in my eyes." 


"Mmhm?" 


She squeals a little when I push her flat on her back and get on 
top of her, giving her a sweet good morning kiss. 


I love you, I crave to confess but I'm afraid I'll lose her, so my 
feelings can stay safe in my pocket. 


"I want to go on many more dates with you," I whisper deep in 
her ear, planting a feather kiss on the half-moon inked under it. 


"So do I." She leans up to land her pillow-soft lips on the sun 
under my ear, sucking it gently-it makes me shiver so good. That 
spot from now on will be my favorite weakness, my melting point. 


"Is your body aching yet?" I quickly roll off her as the realization 
hits my medulla oblongata. 


She fell countless times at the ice skating rink yesterday, so I'd 
given her a nice oil massage and soothed her body with a heating 
pad. 


She shakes her head. "I'm fine. Come back here." She holds out 
my arms, pouting. I move back on top of her, resting my palms 
bedside her glowing face. 


"Much better now." Her smile touches mine as her legs lock 
around my torso under the sheets. 


KKKKKK KKK 


It's yet another December evening when I return home, assaulted 
by the snowfall. Once every week, I go to check on the activities of 
my flower shop whose sales are only getting better. I strip off my 
clothes, step into the hot shower enclosure and after I'm done, I 
grab a towel from the rack, wrap it around my body and stand in 
front of the mirror hung above the sink and vanity set. Smiling at 
my reflection every second I'm reminded that I'm in fucking inlove. 


Later, I sit at the kitchen table, texting Jennie since she's not 
home yet and I'm worried sick. She replies that she'll be a little late 
for dinner tonight. I sigh in relief, messaging back that I'll wait for 
her and the conversation ends with her 'okay.' 


"You look adorable together." 


I stop swiping through the selfies of Jennie and me and look up 
from my phone. 


Lily smiles toothily, occupying the chair beside me. 


"Done with your homework?" 


She nods. "Leo too. Told me to call him when the dinner's ready." 


"It is. You both can start without Jennie and me. She's going to be 
a little late, so am waiting for her." 


"We'll wait too. Dinner is not the same without her anymore." 


"I know right." 


"Can I ask you something?" Lily picks my phone from the table 
and starts swiping through Jennie and my pictures from our first 
date. 


"Anything, Lily-pie." 


"Do you love Jennie?" 


My fingers stop drumming the table. "Yes," I admit. 


She sends herself a couple of the pictures, then sets the phone 
aside. "Your face shows that." 


"How...? What does my face look like?" 


I know I've been smiling a lot lately but other than that, I haven't 
seen any difference in my physical appearance. The curiosity builds 
up inside me so much-I almost open the camera on my phone to 
examine my countenance. 


"That you're in love with Jennie." Lily grins, bringing her hands 
upon the table to rest her chin on them. "It was all over your face 
ever since I saw you with her. Took you long enough to realize it 
though." 


"Really?" I amuse and she nods. "If you say so, I believe you," I 
chuckle, running a hand through my hair. 


"You guys even got sun and the moon tattoos; you know right 
what that means?" 


"Soulmates." 


"Yep. When are you confessing to her?" 


"Probably never...?" Hard to believe I'm talking about my love life 
with my baby sister when it should be the other way round. "I 
doubt she feels the same, so it's better not to ruin what we have." 


"I think she likes you a lot and will definitely say yes if you ask 
her to be your girlfriend." 


"Hmm, let me give it a thought. As of now, please don't expose 


me " 


"Expose what?" Leo appears in the dining hall, startling us. 


"My cleavage," Lily blurts. 


Leo turns red. I laugh. 


"Lisa's lecturing me to dress modestly at school since Jennie's 


turning me into a Victoria Secret model," Lily lies confidently. 


"Then why the fuck she's laughing?" Leo frowns. 


"Wanna get grounded, little brother?" I glare, swatting the back of 
his head. He huffs. 


"Let's watch anime until Jennie's home." Lily grabs Leo by his 
arm, dragging him away before he can grill us. 


I'd have told him the truth only if he didn't have a big mouth and 
sucked at keeping secrets. 


Karen steps into the kitchen, dressed in her regular uniform and a 
bag hanging over her shoulder. 


"Is there anything you want me to do before I leave, Ms. 
Manoban?" she asks this every day after her shift gets over. 


"No, thank you, Karen. Have a good night." 


"Goodnight," she repeats, pursing her lips into a courteous smile. 
"And thank you." 


"Err, for what?" I scratch the back of my neck. 


"Uh," She hesitates before she speaks. "Ever since you moved in 
with Ms. Kim, she's been the happiest and I can't describe how good 
it feels to see her smile, laugh, and talk frequently. She used to be 
so quiet and lonely before you came into her life and now, I rarely 
see her sad or getting upset with anything. You've really cracked 
her icy shell and made her warm up-thank you for that. You're the 
reason behind her happiness and I'm glad that she has found you." 


"I'm sorry if I have crossed the boundaries by expressing my 
opinion, but I couldn't keep it inside of me anymore. You may have 
noticed that she's a daughter to me... I believe you're the woman 
she deserves instead of Mino or those others. I know you love her, 
Ms. Manoban, and I'm sure Ms. Kim will return the same love to 
you." 


With that, Karen nods at me and politely leaves. 


I continue to sit at the kitchen table, overwhelmed with what I've 
heard. Hoping that someday-even if it takes her a hundred thousand 
years to reciprocate my painted feelings-she'll love me back. 


Sigh. 


I wonder where this fabled art of love is going to take me now. 


KA 


Chapter 40 


JENNIE 


"I've never had this fucking huge Christmas tree!" Leo exclaims, 
gaping at the Christmas tree with stars in his eyes. It was just 
delivered and placed in the living room. 


"Watch your mouth." Lisa scowls, swatting the back of Leo's head 
who dramatically yelps "ow, ow! 


"Let's decorate it." I clap my hands enthusiastically and kneel on 
the blanketed floor in front of the tree. 


"Please bring that here, baby girl?" I request Lily pointing at the 
large paper bag set on the couch. 


She obeys and kneels across from me. 


"You two do the work and we will direct and hand over the items 
to you," I command instead of asking them because the boss in me 
gets the best of me. 


Always. 


Lisa and Leo nod and get started with their job. 


I hand the golden star that Lisa hooks a little below the top of the 
Christmas tree. Further, Lily gives her the white ribbons that she 
styles around the big star. 


Leo collects the different sized items from me, hooking them 
according to Lily's direction. 


Lisa is decorating the tree without my direction she doesn't need 
it anyway, looking like a tasty snack. When she catches me staring 
at her, I flush, turning my head away. 


God, my heart is pounding so hard, I fear it'll crash out of my 
chest. 


Hours after, our white and gold Christmas tree is full of ribbons, 
garlands, globe lights, LED strings, candy sticks, sparking balls, and 
various other decorations with the star shining at the top. We have 
put our hearts into it and done it better than any of the professional 
designers, and I don't fucking care if my opinion is biased as hell. 


"Gonna send this to all my friends!" Lily clicks a picture of the 
tree and presses some buttons on her phone. 


"This is the first time I've decorated a Christmas tree," I tell Lisa 
whose arm is draped around my shoulder. 


"Really?" Surprise sweetens her voice. "We used to decorate it 
every year, though we never had a six-foot-tall tree," Lisa replies, 
looking down at me. 


"Right, and we stopped celebrating Christmas ever since our 


parents died," Leo murmurs, sliding his hands in his sweater 
pockets. 


KkKkK KK KK 


It's Christmas Eve night I'm waiting for Lisa to come home. 


Most of today has been spent watching the latest Christmas 
movies with the twins. We ate lots of gingerbread cookies, candies, 
and hot chocolate. While Lisa chose to work she won't let me in her 
studio and take a peek of her piece and drove off to the flower shop 
in the early evening. 


I've been trying to reach her but her phone is apparently turned 
off. More than missing her, I'm worried if she's okay. The weather 
forecast has warned about a storm, so I hope she gets back before 
that. 


My phone vibrates in my sweater pocket and I quickly pull it out. 


MySun Calling ..... 


"Lisa!" I sigh, holding the phone against my ear. "What the hell is 


wrong with your cell?" 


"Had to charge since it got dead," she replies. "Forgive me for 


worrying you. I should've called you from a public phone." 


"It's okay. I was only worried because of the weather forecast. So 
bring your ass over here." 


"I will the moment the storm slows down." 


"What?" I stand up from the couch and pad over to the floor-to- 
ceiling window, observing the climate outside. 


Shit, it is stormy. 


"Shall I come to get you?" I offer desperately. 


"Fuck no! Don't you dare step out of the penthouse" she chides me 
like a parent. "I'll be fine here in the shop or I could always go to 
Diana's place across from the street." 


"Eat something and go to Diana's place if needed. You're all I have, 
Lisa, you know that right?" 


"I do," she sighs deeply. "Take care and don't fret over me." 


"Come back in one piece or I'm fucking-I'm-just see what I do!" 


She laughs. 


"I'm serious! Do not try me!" 


Another laugh. "Yes, ma'am." 


When I rejoin on the couch, the film is paused and looks like 
they've figured it out. 


"She's gonna be late because of the weather, isn't she?" Leo asks. 


My hum answers him. 


"Don't you worry, pumpkin-head. My sister is secretly immortal." 
He winks and laughs at his own lame-as-fuck joke. 


My glare smacks him. "Stop calling me that." 


He holds up his hands. "Fine, I won't. Now, can we have dinner 
and ice-cream? I'm fucking famished." 


"Don't give him ice-cream," Lily tells me. 


"Right. Naughty boy don't get to have ice-cream," I sneer at him 
before rising to my feet. "Let's go, baby girl." 


Lily follows me down to the kitchen whereas Leo curses from the 
living room. 


In the middle of the chilly night, a tall silhouette figure enters my 
bedroom and I flick on the lights. 


"You're awake," Lisa mutters, watching me sit up against the 
headboard of my bed. 


"Couldn't sleep." Even though you kept updating me every hour. 


I've been tossing and turning in the bed with a million terrible 
thoughts creating chaos in my head, and at one point, I almost 


dressed up to bring her back home. I'd eventually realized I was 
overthinking and if the roads were unblocked, she'd have driven 
straight here. 


"T'll be in bed in ten," she murmurs and heads for the bathroom. 


When she slips under the sheets with me, I snuggle up to her, 
nuzzling her clothed chest. My tired eyes close, drifting off in the 
comfort of her scent and warmth. 


KA 


Chapter 41 


JENNIE 


We're late risers on a Christmas Day but who cares when we're 
connected down there with our bodies moving slowly, getting 
covered in a thin sheen of sweat. This is the best Christmas morning 
I've ever had so far. 


While Lisa recovers from her post-orgasm state, I shower and 
make breakfast. 


Coffee. Butter toast. Bacon. Scrambled cheese eggs. Pancakes 
with fresh strawberries and whipped cream. I'm not a big cook, 
though I'm very good at plating. 


"Whoa, you made all this?" Lisa steps into the kitchen, smelling 
showered and spicy. 


I nod shyly as she sits down at the breakfast bar. 


"Merry Christmas!" The twins join us with bright toothy smiles. 


We wish them back as they fill in their seats. 


"Merry Christmas, My Muse." Lisa gives me her sweetest smile 
when I sit beside her. 


My mouth is pressed against her. "Mmm, you've wished me for 
the umpteenth time." 


"Can we open the presents?" Leo interrupts our sweet moment. 


"Eat first," Lisa tells him and he groans. 


"The breakfast is delicious," Lily grins at me and I smile. 


"I made the breakfast," Lisa lies playfully, lifting a cup of 
steaming hot chocolate. 


"No, you never plate it pretty," Lily scoffs. 


"Mmmhmm," Leo agrees, shoving a piece of pancake in his 
mouth. 


"Whatever." Lisa frowns and glares at me when I laugh at her. 


KKK KK KK 


Later, we're seated on a cashmere blanket near the Christmas tree 
which is surrounded by presents. The four of us dressed in matching 
red PJs paired with Santa hats and green socks. 


"Here I go!" Leo rips off the shining wrapper of his present. "Holy 
shit! I've always wanted this! Thank you, Lisa!" With heart eyes, he 
hugs the space game set. 


Meanwhile, Lily has started unwrapping her present. By the size 
of it, I'm sure it's a soft toy of her height. 


"OMG! This is super soft and cute!" she beams, holding the large 
panda in her arms. "I'm gonna sleep with my new boyfriend every 
night." Rubbing her cheek against the panda's, she giggles. 


The three of us laugh. 


"Jesus, is this a VIP pass to the space center?" Leo has opened his 
second present and he's astoundingly gaping at the glossy card in 
his hands. "Thank you, pumpkin-head! I love you!" 


"I love you too, Jennie! Thank you for this!" Lily cries merrily, the 
unboxed present in her lap. 


I've chosen to gift her a light-weight diamond necklace set from 
my brand's jewelry collection which is set to be launched the week 
before Valentine's. 


"I feel privileged to have your product before the world does," she 
grins. 


The twins open their third present. 


Leo has gifted the bonus edition of a Japanese manga to Lily. It's 
her favorite comic, so she shows her gratitude by hugging him. 
Whereas she has gifted him a hoodie of his favorite space anime. 


Lisa and I further unwrap the gift given to us by Leo. 


"A lamp?" 


We amuse together, then chuckle as we glance at each other. 


Folding his hands, Leo clears his throat like he's readying himself 
for an election speech. "One: I didn't know what to gift you guys. 
Two: I'm a space geek, so decided to give you the sun and the 
moon." 


"The lamps are soulmates," Lily chortles. 


"Right. Adorable too," I glee, putting back the lamp in its box. 


The lamp is small, perfect actually, and is in the shape of a gray 
half-moon. "Thanks, bratty ass." 


Leo winks. 


Lisa puts her tiny yellow sun lamp back in the box. "Thanks, 
man." She smiles, extending a hand to pat Leo on the shoulder. 


My second present is from Lily. It's a cute little cat keychain. 


A blue cat. 


"I know it's a simple present but I couldn't think of anything else. 
My mum had gifted me an identical keychain and just as it became 
my lucky charm, I'm sure it'll affect you the same way," she 
expresses in a soft-spoken voice. 


"Thank you, baby girl. I really need lots of luck," I smile and kiss 
her cheek. 


Lisa is gifted with a set of paintbrushes. "Thanks, Lily-pie." She 
leans over to peck her forehead. 


My foolish heart races in my chest as I wait with bathed breath 
when Lisa begins unwrapping her third present. I think she'll like it 
but what if she doesn't? 


What if she cringes at my choice? 


What if 


"Couple rings." Her fascinating blues crash with my anxious 


browns. 


"Why would you gift her that when you guys aren't a couple?" Leo 
breaks our intense stare with his question. 


"Because they're stunning," that's all I state. 


Truth to be told, I didn't know what to buy for her and when I 
saw them, something inside me told me it was a perfect present. 


"Jennie?" her cooing voice is like the call from the melodious 
nightingale. "Do the honors, please?" 


"Yes," I murmur breathlessly, butterflies flapping their wings in 
my stomach. 


I pick up one of the matching plain, delicate rock yellow gold 
rings with the diamond on the edge and slide it on her finger-it 
almost feels like I'm getting married. To this beautiful art of a 
woman. 


She gently slips the other ring on my finger, then brings the back 
of my hand to her mouth, and I can't stop myself from falling... I'm 
falling for her just like Winter does for Spring every year over and 
over, it keeps falling in love. 


When I open my third present, there's only a shinning yellow 
envelope in the box. 


"Did you just gift her a letter?!" Leo's reaction is a little too 
dramatic. 


"She wanted one, didn't you?" Her passionate blues reconnect 
with my overwhelmed browns. 


"Yes." I remember telling her on our first date how I've always 
wanted a letter from a boy, but I never got one. Not an old-school 
romance person, rather I like the concept of sending and receiving 
letters, love letters specifically. 


"Read it when you're alone." Her warm knuckles brush my cold 
cheek. 


XAK 


Chapter 42 


JENNIE 


We spend the holiday playing board games and order us Korean 
lunch that we enjoy with another Christmas movie. In the late 
afternoon, I bake us some chocolate chip cookies so we can eat 
them on our long drive in the city. We're planning to go out to see 
the lights in the night and dine somewhere nice. 


"Bambam's busy at the club and Diana at the restaurant." My sexy 
kitchen partner sets her phone facedown on the counter and 
resumes mixing the batter for the cookie dough. "They won't be able 
to join us." 


"Okay." I add a little milk from the jug into the batter bowl. 


My phone chimes in the pocket of my apron and I stop sprinkling 
the chocolate chips on the brown dough to retrieve it. 


Fr:[Kai] 
Merry Christmas, darling, 


I reads Kai's message. 


I wish him too and another message appears within seconds. 


Fr:[Kai] 
May I come over or would you like to go out with me? 


To: [Kai] 
Sorry, I'm going out with my family. 


Fr:[Kai] 
But the Kim's are hosting a feast tonight, aren't they? 


To: [Kai] 
Yes, but they aren't the ones I have plans with. I meant my new family 
with Lisa. 


Fr:[Kai] 
Oh. Have a wonderful time. 


"Who is it?" Lisa fetches a rolling pin from the cabinets below. 


"Kai" The triggering name freezes her, the hand holding the 
rolling pin trembling slightly. "He wished me and asked me out but 
I turned him down." 


"Oh." Composing herself, she divides the cookie dough into two 
halves and starts to flatten out one on the counter. 


"I told him I have plans with my family." Turning around, I go to 
preheat the microwave then help her cut out the cookies into the 
Christmas star shape. 


"Why would you lie? If she asks Taeyung, you'll get caught." 


"I didn't lie, Lisa. The twins and you are my family with whom I 
have plans." 


"Say that again." Her head turns toward mine so fast, her neck 
would've fractured. Her blues are twinkling like stars. 


"You don't get to hear that twice." Taking off my apron, I toss it 
on the counter. 


"I'm going to get ready. Put the dough tray in the microwave 
when it beeps. I'll pack them later," I instruct her, putting away the 
other half of the dough in the refrigerator. We can make the second 
batch of cookies tomorrow and send them to Bambam and Diana 


"Yes, Chef!" her hollering follows me out of the kitchen. 


Reaching my room, I sit at the foot of the bed with the shinning 
yellow envelope in my lap. Mmm, it scents of her addicting cologne. 
Inside the envelope are a neatly folded letter, a photograph of our 
first date in which we're locking lips, and a membership to the 
skating rink. 


Dear Jennie My Muse, 


This is my first time writing for someone, a woman specifically, 
so please cut me some slack if I mess it up. As you often say, I'm 
an emotional woman and I have lots to express, but sometimes I 
don't know how to put my feelings into words. I'm not good at that 


as I'm at painting. However today, I'm gonna try my best only for 
you. 


Because, you, Jennie Kim, are my special person. 


My best friend. My best sex. My roommate. My muse. 


I remember I'd seen you at the club, I was enticed and when you 
stepped into my flower shop for the first time, I was instinctively 
drawn to you and from that day on, I knew there was no looking 
back. 


You say you hate winter but do you know it's my favorite 
season? Indeed, winter freezes us down to the bones but it also 
makes us realize the value of warmth. Don't know if I'm making 
sense, so please don't laugh at my poor attempt at being poetic. 
But, if it made you smile did I ever mention that's my favorite 
smile in the world, the smile that itself feels like home I'l try 
harder next time because you should know by now... I'd go to the 
ends of the earth for you. 


And I mean it. 


Thank you for being so incredibly sexy and thank you for 
existing because ever since I've met you, life has only been kinder 
to me. I can't tell how incandescently and inexplicably happy I am 
with you that I wish to pause time because I hate missing you 
later-I've felt more alive than I did in the last few years. 


I don't know what will happen to us tomorrow and the thought 
of parting from you scares me to death. The pain of separation is 


going to hurt me anyway, so I want to be with you a little longer. I 
want to kiss you and hold you close a little longer so please let me. 
Who knows when would be the last time we get to do that? 


Forgive me if I've made you sad. I'm going to end it here before I 
make you cry because of what's buried deep down inside of me. 


Merry Christmas, My Muse. 


I hope that photograph lifts your mood and becomes your 
favorite memory when I'm gone someday. 


Yours Forever and Ever, 
Lisa 
(PS. Use the membership and I'l train you for free.) 


Blood rushes to my cheeks as I hold the letter close to my chest, 
my heart taking the first flight to Utopia. This letter itself will 
become my favorite memory when she's gone someday... 


Yes, Lisa. I often think the same and the air leaves my lungs. So, 
please kiss me and hold me a little longer because I'll be lost without 
you. 


Because I'm in love with you. 


Truly and unconditionally. 


KKK 
Sana all 


Chapter 43 


JENNIE 


My assistant directs my mom's phone call to me because I still 
refuse to unblock her, especially after what happened at that ball. 
She wishes me "Belated Merry Christmas," further demanding me to 
come down since she's waiting in her car for me. I reciprocate the 
formality and decline her lunch offer, pretending to sound busy. I 
hang up, getting back to the paperwork spread out on my desk. 


My renovated office is themed in shades of yellow. Its ambiance 
spreads positivity, calmness, hope, and new beginnings. 


Just like the woman in my life. 


This room now feels like home. 


Feels like her. 


Everything here reminds me of her and makes me realize how far 
and deep I've fallen for her. 


Ah, I misssss her. 


She has never been at my office, though she has gotten a glimpse 
of the previous infrastructure and seen the pictures of the current. 
Speaking of, we've changed the wallpaper of our phone to the 
favorite picture of our first date. 


Mom barges into my office, her eyes immediately inspecting and 
critiquing the modification in the space, but doesn't comment 
anything. I doubt something nice would've come out of her bitter 
mouth anyway. Grabbing my purse from the desk, she walks out of 
the room knowing that I'll reluctantly follow her. 


Outside the office building, we get into her car. The driver takes 
us to a glitzy restaurant where we meet Dad and Taeyung. 


Our reserved table is at the center and the two have already 
ordered for us as usual. I hate it when someone orders for me like I 
wouldn't have a taste. 


Though that doesn't apply to Lisa. 


The only exception in my life. 


As we eat the most expensive dishes, the trio asks me about work 
and life. I give them one-word answers. The conversation is dull as 
dishwater compared to the one I have with my family back at home 
where I don't have to be self-conscious or stiff with words. 


"My daughter smiling is something new. Is it Kai?" 


My head raises from my phone in my hand. Dad watched me with 


interest, his lips curved into a playful smile. 


"It's Lisa," I correct him and sip water. 


Three lines appear on dad's forehead as he frowns. "You're still 
seeing her?" he sounds disappointed. Nothing new. 


"He lives with me. Didn't mom tell you?" I reply nonchalantly, 
looking at the prideful woman seated beside me. 


"So you're the sugar mommy of a criminal," Taeyung deadpans. 


"She's not a criminal!" I snap, clenching my fist on the table. The 
urge to defend my woman is so strong, all I see is red. 


Blood red. 


"She is, Jennie," Dad hisses. "A plagiarist and a murderer. I doubt 
Paintbrush would've let her enter if it weren't for you." 


"Kai framed her! Besides, Paintbrush isn't corrupted anymore." 


"Hmm, so she told you," Taeyung says and dabs a napkin on his 
mouth. "But that's her side to the story and I believe Kai's, the 
truth." 


"Lisa is the truth," I state and I want to yell that out to whoever 
considers her a criminal. 


Dad holds up a hand, silently asking me to listen to him. "Her 
name may not be listed in the criminal records but she's 
nevertheless a woman with crimes. And even if Kai did frame her 
according to what you've been fed, Lisa is the bad guy in the eyes of 
everyone who knows about that incident. Kai's story is the only 
truth people know, so nothing you say will change their mind." 


"Do you know realize what will happen to your public image, our 
family's image, when people find out you're living with her?." 


"People?" I scoff, crossing my arms over my chest. "I don't see 
anyone calling her names or getting afraid of her when she walks 
on the streets. I doubt they remember that obfuscated incident since 
it was never on the news but if you mean your circle of mean 
friends, Kai's included, then yes. They're going to talk nasty about 
me and the Kim's and Lee's" 


"Jennie," Mom chides, turning her head toward me. "I'm going to 
ask you what Robert did at the party. Are you in love with Lisa?" 


"Yes," I admit, lifting my left hand and her eyes widen in horror 
as she notices what sits on my finger. "This couple's ring will be 
replaced with the wedding band someday." 


Don't know why would I say that when I'm not sure if Lisa feels 
the same it just felt right to do so. 


Dad snorts, angrily tossing the napkin on the table. 


Taeyung snickers like he saw this coming long ago. 


Mom shakes her head in disbelief before sipping water to calm 
herself. 


KKKKKK KKK 


"This is the zillionth time I'm seeing you read this stupid letter!" 
Leo plops down next to me on the couch, tucking his socked feet 
beneath him. 


"It's special," I scowl, neatly folding the letter into three and put it 
back in the envelope lying inside the yellow cardboard box. 


"Don't tell me you're in love with my sister, are you?" More than 
astonishing, he seems to find that ridiculous. 


" 


"Hmm. 


"I was right all this time. It's all on your face." 


"What's my on my face?" I haven't seen any change in my physical 
appearance except for the fact that I'm smiling and getting 
distracted. by her thoughts frequently. 


"You look sick with love just as she does." 


"What does that mean?" 


A satirical chuckle runs of his throat. "Your looks are deceiving. 
You're dumber than I thought." 


My eyes narrow at him. "Get straight to the point." 


"Alright," he begins, holding out his palms as he proceeds, "You 
do look like a lovesick woman as well as an intelligent public 
figure, however, you just proved you're dumb at being perceptive. 
My sister who's the most perspective woman I've ever met has 
ultimately proven to be equally dumb. She has been in love with 
you ever since you ran into her at the parking lot of my school and 
she's too blind to see the same love for her in your cold soulless 
eyes." 


"You're saying Lisa is in love with me?" My skittish heart beats a 
little faster with each word that leaves my mouth. 


Leo's not someone to mess with sensitive matters, yet, my cynical 
mind needs confirmation. 


"Madly. Visibly." 


For a moment, I'm paralyzed with happiness. 


The exotic kind of happiness that I've never experienced before, 
one that's indeed an emotional luxury. 


"You should confess to her since you've always made the first 
move," she advises. 


"I will," I nod, relieved about being saved of the embarrassment - 
one that accompanies you to your grave-if my feelings weren't 
reciprocated. 


My finger twists a hair around it. "Err, you can tell 'this' to Lily. I 


don't intend to keep her in the dark." 


"Cool. Only if you promise to give me your share of ice-cream." 


"How cunning," I frown. "You're the total opposite of Lisa" 


"Never said I was not. So do we have a deal?" He stretches out a 
hand, smirking like Swiper from Dora the Explorer. 


Humph. "Deal." 


KA 
Ayan na umpisa na.. 
Ready na ba kayo?? 
oe 


Chapter 44 


JENNIE 


The excitement of confessing to Lisa makes me giddy and I 
couldn't have thought of a better opportunity than tonight. The 
New Year's Eve. I haven't prepared a speech I suck at it anyway 
because I know I'm going to forget it all when her blues will look 
into my soul through my browns. Thus, I've decided to do the deeds 
with an impromptu monologue. 


My favorite arms wrap around my waist and she nuzzles my 
neck, planting a kiss on the half-moon under my ear. 


"They're here," she whispers, looking at me through the dressing 
mirror in the front. She's decked out in a button-up black dress shirt 
underneath a gray jacket and black dress pants, her cologne 
infiltrating my nose urges me to push her down on the bed. 


"Okay," I sigh, bringing my arms to hover his and tilt my head to 
give her a quick kiss. 


"Lisa," I murmur her name like it's a prayer. 


"Jennie," she inhales the perfume on my neck. "I'm going to have 
blue balls. This isn't fair to me." 


She gently turns me around in her embrace, pushing a orange 
strand off my face; the intensity of her stare burns my skin like hot 
lava. 


"This is one of the few modest dresses I have." It's a short, black 
bodycon dress consisting of an asymmetrical slit. My outfit is 
completed with matching pantyhose since it's freezing outside, and 
kitten heels.. 


"Oh." The way she sounds is cute. "Let's go." She slips her fingers 
into mine, squeezing my hand as we head out of our room. 


We're having a small party on the balcony with Bambam and 
Diana as our only guests. 


The outdoor bar is set with finger-bite snacks, sodas for the kids, 
and alcoholic drinks for the rest of us. The music system, apparently 
brought over by Bambam, is playing the latest pop songs, and the 
twins are the only ones dancing. 


Diana sits on one of the wingbacks around the lighted fire pit, 
munching on snacks. She rolls her eyes at almost everything that 
Bambam blabbers from the adjoining chair. 


As Lisa and I settle down, Bambam takes notice of our presence. 
"Hey, Jennie! Orange hair suits you better." 


"Just like tape on your mouth suits you better," Diana grumbles, 
tossing a few fries in her mouth. 


Lisa laughs, her small dimples making a cameo. "Cut him some 
slack. It's New Year Eve's after all," she told Diana. 


"This is why I love you the most in this shit world. We must be 
brother and sister in our past life!" Bambam dramatically reacts, 
giving flying kisses to Lisa who laughs harder. 


"Lisa doesn't like cock" Diana comments. 


"I said, brother and sister!" Bambam barks. 


"Ever heard of incest?" she cocks her head. 


"Shut the fuck up, Diana. I love you but that doesn't mean you 
don't act like a bitch twenty-four-seven." 


"No, you shut the fuck up." 


He shoots daggers at her. "Your mood is becoming volatile lately." 


"Whatever," smoke escorts her huff. 


Lisa's still laughing which is so damn satisfying, I'd hear her all 
night. I feel full of content just by seeing her happy, enjoying the 
banter of her best friends. 


"Are those couple rings?" 


My head rapidly turns from Lisa to Bambam. He curiously gazes 
at the gold ring and diamond on the edge on my finger as well as 
Lisa. 


Lisa scratches her neck, folding one leg over the other. "It was a 
Christmas present from Jennie." 


"Does that mean you're a couple now?" Bambam chaffs, waggling 
his brows. 


Lisa glances in my direction before she answers on both of our 
behalfs. "No." 


"Then why the fuck are you guys wearing couple rings?" Bambam 
frowns like the fangirl when her ship drowns disastrously. 


"Tell me about it!" Leo yells from the bar where he's having 
orange soda with Lily. He winks at me and I glare at him. 


"I bought them because they were cute," I told Bambam, then 
fling another glare at Leo who gets a head-smack from Lily. I smile, 
giving her a thumbs-up and she mirrors me. 


"How's the restaurant doing?" Lisa asks Diana who beckons at 
her. "Come here." 


She stands and moves her chair next to hers as they fall into a 
comfortable conversation. When her plate is empty, she goes to the 
bar to refill her plate with the snacks. They laugh, feed each other 
casually, and clink their cans of lemon mint soda. 


Unlike the last time, I'm not jealous despite having a feeling that 
she loves her more than a friend. Perhaps, knowing that she loves 
me has extinguished that pathetic emotion. 


"Sometimes I get jealous of what they have." 


Someone's whisper in my ear startles me. As I look beside me, 
there's Bambam. When did he move his chair here? 


Composing myself, I lean back in my seat and cross my legs. "I 
used to be jealous but not anymore." 


He offers me a glass of vodka, then leans back in his chair with a 
sigh. "I don't hate Lisa-" he chuckles suddenly. 


"How can anyone hate her? She's been through some serious shit 
and yet she's kinder to the world, you know. I thought she was 
ridiculous when I'd met her because of how optimistic she is but I 
grew to like her. She's my only best friend and I respect her for the 
woman she is. I bet if that motherfucker apologizes tomorrow, she'll 
stupidly forgive her and I think I'll punch her later." 


"You mean Kai?" I ask, interested in the talk. 


Ever since I was a kid, I've always found Bambam a loud dramatic 
dude who makes lame jokes. A literal clown. Now though, it seems 
that he does have a mature aspect. 


"Yes," he says through gritted teeth and downs his glass of vodka. 
"I heard he's friends with you." 


He certainly must've heard it from the circle of our family friends 
and as far as I've heard, his father doesn't look down on people as 
mine does. 


"More like colleagues," I corrected him, finishing my vodka in one 
long sip. 


"Hmm." His gaze shifts to Lisa and Diana across from us, the 
music system suppressing their laugh-talks. 


"I envy them because they've been together for so long and I'm 
afraid I'll lose them both if-" 


"T understand." 


His head turns toward me, a grin plastered on his handsome face. 
He kinda looks like Barbie's Ken. "We're talking more than we ever 
did as kids at your grand birthday parties." 


"I didn't think you were a good guy," I tell him truthfully. 


"Ha! What did you think of me then?" 


"You know... like most of the kids at my birthday parties." 


"Ah, I get it now." Two fingers rub against his temple. 


"And why did you never attend my birthday parties? That's what 
offends me the most." He shoots me a sour, disgruntled look. 


I roll my eyes. "You aren't an exception. I rarely attended 
anyone's birthday parties, so don't sound this offended." 


KAK 


Chapter 45 


JENNIE 


Bambam further asks me a favor and I refuse to give him tips on 
how to get a chick. He brings me a refill, beseeching me to tell him 
all the things for wooing a woman. I eventually give in: 1) he's 
pestering me 2) he's a good guy indeed. Sure, he'll keep Diana 
happy if she gives him a real chance. 


He clinks his glass to mine, listening to everything I say, and 
types it on his phone. 


This man used to sleep in school and now, he's sincerely taking 
notes to impress a woman. 


Unbelievable. 


Leo starts making fun of Bambam while Lily cheers for him, and 
I'm torn between which team is better to join. At last, I choose to 
play the audience of the show, enjoying a belly-hurting laugh. 


The food is delivered shortly. We all vacate the balcony, descend 
the stairs and settle down at the kitchen table, quietly self-serving. 


The silence is subsequently suspended by the banter between 
Bambam, Leo and Diana the trio debating who's the smartest and 
coolest amongst them. 


Lisa, Lily, and I only contribute our consistent laughs to their 
badinage. And when they aggressively ask us to choose between 
them they have successfully failed to do within themselves, we start 
our spontaneous conversation, pretending not to have paid heed to 
them. 


Diana lets the kids cut the dark chocolate cake baked specially by 
her because they can't wait until the clock strikes twelve. We return 
to the balcony, filling the seats around the fire pit. We've almost 
finished the chocolaty dessert when a loud crackling noise steals 
our attention from the plates in our lap to the blanket of navy sky. 


The shot fired bursts into a circular design of pink sparkle, 
followed by a purple firework. 


"Happy New Year!" Bambam is the first one to scream, throwing 
his hands in the air. 


"Happy New Year!" the rest of us cry jovially. 


Lisa leans in toward me, her lips brushing mine like we are 
feathers before she cups my neck, giving me a sweet short kiss. 


"To our new beginnings," she whispers, resting her forehead 
against mine. 


"To our new beginnings," I repeat it like a wedding vow. 


Lisa is suddenly hauled to her feet and squeezed into a hug by 
Bam. She hugs him back, telling him to loosen his grip a little 
because she's suffocating. 


I set my empty plate down on my chair and go to hug Diana. 
Kinda awkward since we aren't really friends, and I get a feeling 
that her belly isn't swollen by calories. 


After I'm done hugging Bambam and the kids, finally the time for 
my confession has come. I look around in the balcony space only to 
find her missing. 


"Where's she?" A thick vapor flies out of my mouth, soon 
disappearing in the air. 


Bambam exhales smoke. "I saw her head back in with Diana." 


"We should get in too. It's getting colder out here," Lily mutters 
with chattering teeth. 


The four of us eventually collapse on the couch in the living 
room, sighing as the motherly warmth embraces us. 


My heels noiselessly tap against the shiny floor as I go to the 
kitchen but there's nobody there. I suppose they must be upstairs in 
her studio. 


"I didn't plan to spoil your New Year with what I'm about to tell 
you and yet I couldn't keep it to myself anymore I failed at coming 
clean with you many times but now, I think I've stacked up enough 
courage to confide in." 


A chill hurtles down my spine, seeping deep into my bones as my 
footsteps falter right in front of the ajar door of my room. 


A strong dreadful feeling warns me that something terrible is 
about to happen and there's nothing I'd be able to do to stop it. 


"I think I'm pregnant with your child, Lisa. But there's also a 
slight possibility of Bambam being the father because I'd been with 
him during the same period I conceived.... Honestly speaking, I 
want the child to be I realize it's the worst time but... I've always 
been in love with you." 


Just as the warmth fades from my body, the air leaves my lungs, 
and before I know my cold feet are moving away... 


KA 


Chapter 46 


LISA 


Diana wants to talk something in private with me, so we quietly 
exit the balcony and go straight to my room, the lights flicking on 
automatically as we enter. 


"Is Mateo well? Or are you facing any trouble at the restaurant? I 
can rejoin if you need assistance," I say, standing across from her 
near the foot of the bed. 


Diana tucks a black hair behind her ear. "Daddy's healthy and the 
restaurant's doing good too. The matter is something rather more 
important, personal." 


"Alright. That sounds good and bad at the same time." 


"Maybe it is." She glances here and there, not meeting my worried 


gaze, her fingers fiddling with each other which is odd since she's 
often full of confidence. 


"I didn't plan to spoil your New Year with what I'm about to tell 
you and yet I couldn't keep it to myself anymore I failed at coming 
clean with you many times but now, I think I've stacked up enough 
courage to confide in." 


Although my ears are keen on listening to her, a mixed feeling 
stirs in the pit of my stomach that tells me that something 
inevitable is coming and I'd be powerless to do anything about it. 


"I think I'm pregnant with your child, Lisa." 


Diana drops a bombshell that shakes the ground underneath my 
feet. 


"Though there's also a slight possibility of Bambam being the 
father because I'd been with him during the same period I 
conceived... Truth to be told, I want the child to be-I realize it's the 
worst time but... I've always been in love with you." 


Shit. I don't know what reaction to give. Am I supposed to be 
happy that the child she's carrying can be mine? Or am I supposed 
to feel like a betrayer for stabbing Bambam in the back? Or am I 
supposed to be devastated for losing everything I could've had with 
Jennie. 


Palms drag down my face. I inhale deeply, having no idea what 
expression I'm making. 


"I never confessed because I knew you loved me platonically and 
you have every right to think I impregnated myself against your 
will--" 


"I believe you, Diana," I state truthfully. "You aren't someone 
deceiving and if you were, you would've never been there with me 
at my worst. It's just..." 


Fucked up? Is that the appropriate word to use? 


Would that imply me not wanting my child if it's really mine? 


"I know it's a lot to take in and I'm not asking anything from you 
in return except for co-operation. I want to be clear of the father of 
my child, that's all. The rest I can manage on my own." 


"Okay," I sigh, nodding slightly. "When are you telling Bambam 
about this?" 


No doubt, if he was aware of the situation, he'd have at least 
punched me in the face. "On my way back," she murmurs, her hand 
coming to lay over her swollen belly which she'd fooled me with 
being food baby. 


"Does day after tomorrow sounds okay for the parental test?" she 
asks after releasing another sigh. 


"Yeah. Text me the place and time, I'll be there." 


KKK KKK K 


Three in the late night and we're still wide awake, gazing 
listlessly at the dim ceiling without having exchanged words or 


touched each other. In fact, we're laying supine on the extremes of 
the bed with the blanket pulled up to our chests. 


"Why aren't you sleeping?" I finally hammer the thick glacier of 
silence that slowly was becoming frustrating. 


"Don't know. How about you?" 


"Same." 


The intolerable silence falls between us again. 


"There's something I want to tell you," I murmur, gathering my 
guts and deciding how to speak the truth without hurting her in 
return. 


"I know." 


My head, resting on a pillow, turns toward her. 


"Did Diana tell you or did you happen to overhear us?" I ask the 
most sensible question from what I've analyzed from my hypothesis 
about the concerned situation. 


"The latter. I was looking for you and...” 


This explains why she didn't make eye contact with me and gave 
me the cold, distant treatment ever since Diana and Bambam left. I 
thought the reason behind the sudden shift in her behavior was me. 
Assumed I'd unknowingly done something to hurt her or guessed it 
to be her family or worse, Kai. 


She rolls on her side, facing me, and clutches the blanket against 
her chest. "I'm sorry if I worked you up by my reaction but I hadn't 
foreseen that... Anyway, I think I've come to terms with the reality." 


"Are you okay?" I roll on my side too, feeling the taste of guilt on 
my tongue. 


"I'm fine," she says and chuckles, "After all, life is unpredictable 
and I'm a businesswoman-always prepared for abrupt changes." 


That smile... I know that lonely, forced smile that although 
reaches her eyes, it's nevertheless grim. The smile she'd given me 
when I'd met her at the bar, the one that silently screams I'm not 
okay. 


"I'm in between," I reply veraciously, not knowing what else to 
say to somehow make the situation less complicated. 


"You'll be fine by morning if you get some sleep." 


"Hmm, I don't know." 


"No matter what happens, I'm with you." Her soft hand reaches 
for mine under the blanket that we're sharing. 


I squeeze her hand in response and she wastes no second to 
withdraw it. Her drawing a line between us hurts but I'd never tell 
her because I'm doing more damage to her. 


"Diana wants to do the parental test tomorrow," I sigh for the 
umpteenth time tonight. 


"Do you want me to...?" 


"No," I blurt, eventually realizing how wrong that sounded. "I 
mean it's okay. You don't have to rearrange your schedule got me." 


She hums. "I'm gonna get some sleep." She rolls on her other side, 
facing the wall. 


"Sleep well, Muse," I whisper, pressing a button to make the room 
dark. 


KAK 


Chapter 47 


LISA 


The young doctor recommends us a suitable paternity DNA test 
which is performed expertly once all the required formalities are 
completed. We leave right after that Diana awkwardly thanks us for 
the co-operation before we go our separate ways, trusting the clinic 
with the accuracy of the result. The test has been proven to be 99% 
correct, however, with humans, there's naturally a chance of error, 
regardless of the years of experience or expertise in the field. 


I feel like shit because Bambam barely looked or spoke to me. 
Though I understand what he must be feeling, exactly what I did 
when Kai had stabbed me in the back. He became my friend, my 
best friend when I had lost the hope of finding another one. He'd 
listened to me attentively, grew pissed, and almost went to beat the 
shit out of Kai -he never once judged me and I respected him for 
that. 


Never told Bambam about being friends with benefits with Diana 
because I didn't want him to think I'm getting in his way. Or 
consider me a threat. Furthermore, Diana wanted to keep it a 
secret, and I'd decided to respect her decision. 


Never imagined things to turn out this way... I never wanted to 


hurt him and I think I just lost my best friend. 


"May I come in?" Jennie knocks on the locked door of my studio. 


"TIl see you at the balcony." I put the paintbrush in a glass of 
water, wiping it dry with a napkin, then set them both down on the 
table. 


I look at the unfinished painting in front of me, glance at the 
digital clock, then look back at the canvas stand. It's been four 
hours and I haven't done anything except for being lost in turbulent 
thoughts. 


I get up from my chair and head out of the studio, making my 
way to the balcony located down the other hallway. 


Jennie sits on a barstool, her hand gripping a wide-mouthed glass 
of whiskey on the countertop. 


I fill the seat next to her and make myself the same drink, 
downing it whole and appreciating the slow burn in my throat. I 
refill my glass and sip it slowly. 


"How did the appointment go?" she takes a long sip of her drink. 


"Good. The results will be mailed in three days, I suppose." 


"Hmm. How far is Diana?" 


"A little into her second trimester." 


"I'm guessing she conceived not long before we met." 


"That's what she thinks." 


Jennie finishes her drink, facing the city lights as she exhales 
smoke. She hasn't been avoiding me or giving me a cold shoulder, 
however, she's clearly putting distance between us. 


I was planning to confess my love the night of New Year Eve's 
and if I'd known what was ahead for me, I would've professed my 
love sooner, even if she'd turned me down. Not that I'm blaming 
Diana or cursing my life when you have sex, a baby is no 
happenstance. There are people out there in terrible circumstances 
while I'm still in a good place than them. 


Now isn't the right time to confess and although losing that 
chance does hurt, it's nonetheless better than her knowing my 
feelings and reciprocating them because it'd hurt her to see me have 
a baby with someone else there's a high possibility of me being the 


mother. 


Fuuuuck. 


If I'm really the mother, I must be a shit one for not feeling happy 
as I should. And what's even worse is a part of me-the selfish part 
that I loathe hopes for a negative result. 


"How was your day?" I ask for the sake of diverting my mind 
from the unlikeable thoughts. Besides, it's a daily ritual to ask her 
that. 


"Nice. Played games with kids." She tucks a single left out of her 
side braid before her head turns to me. "Speaking of... they have 
figured out that something's going on." 


"Will talk to them once the results are here." 


"Be prepared for both kinds of talks. They're gonna have lots of 
questions if the result is positive." 


"I will." With my elbows propped on the counter, I clutch my 
head plagued with stress and stare down wearily at my reflection 
on the countertop. 


"How did it go with Bambam?" She coos, stroking my back 
affectionately. 


Smoke accompanies my sigh out of my mouth, fading shortly in 
the winter air. I pour out my feelings to her-my fear, my guilt, my 
self-loathing-not caring how pitiful my voice sounds. "God, it's been 
long since I've felt like a criminal." 


She continues stroking my back, speaking in the tender, sanguine 
tone my mom would use. "You aren't a criminal, Lisa. Give it some 
time and I'm sure Bambam will come around. If Diana is carrying 
his baby, he'd no longer be pissed at you." 


"I fucking hope the baby is his because I'm not ready to lose 
another best friend and become the Kai to him." Shit, saying that 
aloud is ten times horrible than how it sounded in my head. 


"You won't." She pats me in reassurance. 


"You too, Jennie. I'm not ready..." 


And I don't think I'll ever be. 


"I'm not going anywhere, Lisa. I said I'll be there with you, okay? 
Now, let's get inside. The chilly wind has started blowing," she coos 
and gives me one last stroke on the back. 


Thereafter, we get back in the house with the kind of distance 
that only strangers share. 


KKK K KK KK 


It's late afternoon, and I'm working in my studio-well, struggling 
to focus on my painting while the steaming cup of herbal tea fails at 
pumping me up. Diana calls me to come over since the DNA result 
is mailed to her. Says it's better to announce them in person instead 
of over a single, short message. I'd have preferred the latter, 
however, I understand why we need to meet in person. 


I quickly freshen up and change into a pair of warm jeans, a 
knitted sweater, and a thick coat, grabbing my car keys from the 
foyer table on my way out of the penthouse. 


The first thing I do after getting into my car is let Jennie know 
about my whereabouts as well as the situation. 


To: [MyMuse] 
Headed to Diana's. The results are here. 


I hit send. 


She reads my message within a minute. 


Fr:[MyMuse] 
Alright. I'm coming over right away. 


To: [MyMuse] 
You don't have to. 


Fr:[MyMuse] 
I want to. Okay? 


To: [MyMuse] 
Okay. Drive safe. 


Fr:[MyMise] 
You too. 


The conversation ends right there. 


I start the engine, pulling my car out of the parking lot. The 
streets have traces of the snow that must've been cleared earlier this 
morning. But the traffic in this city is inexorable, no matter what 
the season. 


For the entire ride, I'm on pins and needles and I wonder what 
fate has laid out for me. No, I don't believe in fate the infamously 
bittersweet entity has often intrigued and inspired me for art. 
However, if there's anything like that out there, I hope it'll put forth 
its best cards instead of gambling with lives like they're mere chess 
pieces. 


The restaurant is closed much early; it's barely six yet. Bambam 
sits at one of the tables in the center with Diana and Mateo across 
from her. 


I quietly occupy the chair next to Bambam and tell Diana to wait 
until Jennie's here. She agrees, resting a hand over the file on the 
tabletop. 


Mateo asks me about work and life and we share a normal talk, 
something I indeed appreciate at such a tense moment. Whereas 
Bambam keeps himself busy on his phone to avoid speaking with 
me, though he politely responds to whatever Mateo asks him. 


Fr:[MyMuse] 
Go ahead. I'm gonna be a little late. After an hour or so, 


Jennie messages me. 


To: [MyMuse] 
We can wait a little longer. 


I write her back. 


Fr:[MyMuse] 
No, please. Go ahead. Am on my way. 


To: [MyMuse] 
Alright. 


I put my phone back in my coat pocket and let Diana know that 
Jennie's going to be late, so she can go ahead with reading out the 
result. 


"I don't know what's inside this since I wanted us to find it out 
together," Diana begins, picking up the file from the table and opens 
it. 


My heart starts pounding in my chest as she skims through a 
couple of pages, then looks at Bambam who watches her with big 
hopeful eyes. God forbid if the baby. 


"Your DNA hasn't matched with the baby." 


Shit. 


Bambam seems down in the mouth, his fingers clutching the 
material of his jeans. "Okay," that's all he utters. 


"Has Lisa's DNA not matched with baby too?" Several lines of 


worry form on Mateo's forehead. 


Maybe the baby belongs to one of her one-night---- 


She shakes her head. "Lisa's child." 


She smiles, a mix of happy and sad, then looks at me with a 
schooled expression. "But that's all I needed to know Lisa. You don't 
have to do anything more. I can handle being a single mother." 


The beatings of my heart slow down as my prepared mind begins 
absorbing the truth. I'm once again torn between what to feel. 


Happy or guilty? Or both? 


"Don't take me wrong, are you sure these results are accurate?" I 
ask Diana. The selfish part of me waiting for a miracle to happen. 


"Please, you have every right to ask that. And I did have my share 
of doubts, so I confirmed them with the lab technician who's 
apparently a friend of mine," Diana replies, closing the file and 
setting it back on the table. "The results are indeed accurate." 


"Okay," I say more to myself. My mind readies me for this 
foreseen. situation-I'd practiced in front of the mirror for that. 


"Then I'd like to provide for the baby and you. Co-parenting 
even," I tell her. 


"I'm fine as long as you don't feel burdened because I know I've 
just thrown a curve ball at you," Diana replies and purses her lips. 


Mateo glances at his daughter and me as he speaks, "I'd rather 
suggest a marriage between the two of you since you're willing to 
co-parent. It'll give the child a family and security. Besides, you've 
been together ever since you were kids and will be compatible 
partners." 


He motions a hand between us. "But the decision is up to you." 


"I'm open to anything as long as it's best for our baby," Diana 
answers softly, her gaze glued to the tabletop. "The final call is 
Lisa's. I don't want to force her into anything more." 


Mateo hums and looks at me, expecting an answer. "I... I need to 
t-think over it." I push my chair back and stand up, suddenly in 
need of fresh air. 


Outside the restaurant, I pace back and forth on the sidewalk, 
running a hand through my hair repeatedly. Then, I stop and look 
at the gold ring on my left hand. 


Jennie. 


I know there are many reasons why people marry but... just like 
my parents, I've always wanted to marry someone I love. Not that I 
don't love Diana, I do, but platonically of which she's very well 
aware. It would also be a compromise for her to jump into a 
romantically one-sided marriage. 


If I'm marrying Diana, I'd hate myself for tying the knot only for 
the sake of the baby. I would want to make our marriage work, 
fulfill the role of the wife. Neither of that is going to be easy, and if 
I do make that decision, the consequence will be losing Jennie. 


Losing the chance at having the future I'd often found myself 
dreaming of. 


Losing the chance of marrying the woman I love. 


My hands come to clutch my head directed to the ground. I 
fucking don't know what to do. Who to choose? 


The baby I'm having with my childhood friend or my love? 


Someone grabs my arm, spinning me around and before I'm able 
to see who that person is, a fist connects with my jaw. 


So hard, my face turns to the left. 


I stagger backward, my body almost losing its equilibrium. 


The person grasps the front of my sweater, tugging me forward 


and Bambam's exasperated countenance comes into my vision. 
"How dare you fucking lie to me, you bastard?! You were sleeping 
with Diana the whole fucking time we've been friends and you 
never cared to tell despite knowing how much I loved her." 


"We never told anyone and I didn't want to tell you because I 
knew you loved her and " Another punch. That throws me off 
balance. 


I fall back on the cold, dusty ground. He kicks my shin, then 
straddles my torso, punching me over and over like he intends to 
kill me. 


I take the beating because I deserve it. 


"And Diana didn't love me I fucking knew that she loved you 
which is why I chased her! I wanted her to give me a chance 
because you'd never return her feelings!" he growls, his breaths 
furious and sweat beads scattering across his forehead. 


He punches me again and I turn my head to spit out blood. My 
emotional baggage has numbed my physical pain. 


"Get away from him, Bambam!" Jennie tugs at his jacket, trying 
to haul him to his feet. 


"You're creating a scene! I'm afraid someone's going to call the 
cops to get you arrested!" 


Bambam hisses, releasing his grip on my sweater. He stands up, 
clenching his freshly bruised knuckles, and grinds his teeth. 


Jennie lends me a hand to help me get back on my feet. She 
retrieves a hankie from the coat of her business suit and starts 
dabbing the cloth on my probably bruised face, wherever the blood 
is oozing out. 


"Are you okay?" she worries, stroking my hurt cheek. 


No, I want to scream. Instead, I nod and suppress my haywire 
emotions. 


Now that the free-of-cost entertainment's over, the public resumes 
minding their business. 


"Were you aware of Diana and her sleeping together or has she 


lied to you too?" Bambam asks. 


Jennie glances at me before muttering, "She did tell me." 


Bambam huffs out disbelief, sliding his hands in his jacket. 
"You're a good girl, Lisa, and yet a fucking asshole. The way you've 
betrayed me is nothing different than what Kai did to you," he 
scowls, his sharp as arrow words hitting me at the right place. 
Giving me more wounds. 


"Bambam now that's too much. I get you're hurting but you had 
no right to compare the situations which are clearly different," 
Jennie defends me when she shouldn't. 


I don't deserve this. 


"Perspectives differ, you know," Bambam scoffs. 


"You're right. I'm just like Kai," I admit, capturing both of their 
attention. "Perhaps, I'd been with him for too long to realize I'd 
turned me exactly like him." 


Huffing again, he turns around to pull open the door. "By the 


way, Lisa's DNA has matched," he says over his shoulder before re- 
entering the restaurant. 


KIA 


Kaya niyo pa ba?? 


Chapter 48 


LISA 


Jennie stretches out a hand, forcing herself to smile-it sucks. 
"Congratulations." 


My arms continue to remain by my side. "I was ready to accept 
the reality but I'm not ready to be a mother." 


She awkwardly pulls back her hand. "You'll make a lovely 
mother. Remember how you've looked after your siblings." This 
time, her smile is genuine. 


"It's a big responsibility." 


"Which you're very capable of handling it. You're going to co- 
parent with Diana, aren't you?" 


The cold air is salt on my bruises, making them sting. "Yes... I 
didn't want her to bear the expenses of raising the child all by 
herself." 


"That's the woman I know." 


Palms drag down my face and I exhale heavily. "Mateo suggested 
a marriage would be a better option. Diana agreed for the sake of 
giving a family to the baby and told me to make the final call. Now, 
I don't know what to do," I fill her in more about the situation. 


"Oh," is all she says calmly instead of a shocked expression taking 
over her face. Perhaps, she did see that coming. 


"I think you should give your nod. It's the rightest thing to do 
after all," she adds so casually, I wonder why she's acting like that. 


Does she want to kick me out of her life now that I'm having a 
kid with someone else? 


My jaw tightens. "How is that the rightest thing to do?" 


"Take it from me, Lisa," she starts explaining as she points a 


finger at herself. "Despite having a family, I never felt I had a 
family. Diana and you can do a lot better than my parents. Trust 
me, that kind of childhood sucks-the loneliness often grows one into 
an emotionless, distant person like me or sometimes even worse. 
Don't let that happen to your child or give her/him the reason to 
hate you. Because it hurts to have nothing good to talk about your 
parents when all others flaunt theirs." 


"I understand." I fucking do. Despite my childhood differed a 
hundred thousand times from hers. I know how much pain she 
carries inside her and it hurts me because I'd do anything to change 
things for her. 


But... "I can't do that. I'm sorry. I'm already a shit mother by not 
feeling the amount of happiness and excitement that I should." 


"You can; I believe in you. And it's okay, not everyone plans their 
child. You can repent by showering tons of love and care after he/ 
she is born." 


"You don't know how hard it is for me to come to a decision. If I 
choose something, I lose the other thing when they're both 
important to me." 


But that's the shittiest aspect of life, isn't it? You can't have 
everything you want, that's not how it works. To get something, you 
must give up on the other thing. Or you end up losing both. 


She closes the distance between us, her palms rubbing up and 
down my tense arms. "I know, I know.... you won't lose anything." 


My fingers wrap around her wrists, removing her hands from my 
body. "Already did. Bambam," I remind her snappily. 


"He'll come around eventually, mark my words." 


"I don't want Diana to get into a loveless marriage just for the 
sake of giving a family to the baby." 


It would be unfair to her if I suck at playing the mother. Our 
compatibility might be able to hold our marriage longer the baby 
might keep us from divorcing in the future, but would we truly be 


happy? 


The decision-making right of five lives is in my hands. Diana, 
Bambam, Jennie, the baby, and me. And I'd rather not do that 
because regardless of what I choose, there are going to be 
consequences but at what cost, I can't predict. 


"Who said it'll be a loveless marriage?" she chuckles, a forced one. 
"Diana loves you so much and you love her, maybe not the same 
way, still, you do. So why is it hard for you to make that choice?" 


Because I fucking love you, goddammit! I want to be with 
you. 


"Don't worry about me, if you are." She puts on a fake smile, 
locking her arms behind her. 


"We were anyway going with the flow and had nothing serious 
between us. Don't even you think you've cheated on me because 
Diana conceived before we met and... it's not like you're my 
girlfriend or anything. We both knew this isn't going to work out 
and someday we'll have to go our separate ways, move on with 
someone new because you and I, after all, belong to two different 
worlds, neither fitting into each other's." 


"Can you answer me something? Just say yes or no." My thumb 
constantly brushes the gold ring which I thought would become the 
bridge to our future together. 


"Umm, okay." She tucks a hair behind her ear, sealing her lips as 
she waits for the question. 


"Do you want me to let go?" 


She avoiding to meet eyes with me plus her silence answers me 
well. 


Disappointment spasms my chest. "Thank you. I think I know 
what to do now." 


Pulling open the door, I step inside the restaurant and reoccupy 
my chair across from Mateo and Diana. 


"What happened?" Diana frets, referring to the bruises on my 
face. 


"Blame me." Bambam lifts his hand in admission. 


Diana pinches the bridge of her nose. "I'll get you an ice pad." She 
stands and sits back after seeing me hold up a hand. 


"TIl help myself when I get home." Through my peripheral vision, 
I watch Jennie enter. 


Diana glances over a shoulder, greeting her with a welcoming 
smile. 


Jennie nods at Mateo and Diana, sitting down at the table nearby. 


"I'm ready to marry Diana" 


Mateo looks extremely pleased with my impetuous decision. "I 
did expect a positive response. You've made the right call, Lisa." He 
collects my hands lying over the table and squeezes them in his. 


"I have a request though." I glance over at Jennie who blinks and 
looks away. Bambam, meanwhile, seems lost in a sea of thoughts. 


"Anything," Mateo beams, wiping away his tears of joy. 


"I'd like the wedding to happen after I'm done with Paintbrush." 


"Sure, Lisa. Let me handle everything else for the wedding," 
Mateo replies. 


"Lisa.." Diana coos, her glassy eyes overwhelmed. "Thank you." 


"I guess I should thank you for giving me a baby." Her cheeks 


stain pink. 


"From now on, please say our baby." 


My lips curve up forcibly. "Yeah... our baby." 


KA 


Chapter 49 


JENNIE 


After we returned home yesterday, neither of us spoke or seemed 
to have an appetite. She didn't let me aid her bruises and slept in 
the guest room on the same floor. I wish I could've been able to tell 
her how equally hard it was for me to let her go, not to be selfish 
for once in my life. I needed to tell her all those things that tasted 
like venom on my tongue, so she could make the debatably right 
decision. 


I'd hated myself for telling her that we'd nothing serious between 
us when we had something so deep and boundlessly inexplicable. 
I'd wanted to confess my love to her even if it was the worst 
moment to do, and I wanted to tell her how much it was hurting me 
to have her choose someone else over me. 


It hurt me so much that for a split second I wished I didn't love 
her with every cell in my body. I wished I never met her. And the 
sudden the thought had jumped into my mind, so had it vanished. 


But had I begged her to choose me and us over everyone and 
everything else, would that have made me an extremely self- 
centered, malevolent person? 


Definitely. 


And I didn't want to be the bad guy in the eyes of her child. 


I didn't want to take away her child's only chance at having a 
family with her biological parents. 


I didn't want to steal an innocent's happiness for my own sake. 


That's the only justification I'd ever give for what I did. 


When I return home after a long day at work, Lisa isn't at home 
and I guess she's still with Diana. She had the doctor's appointment 
today, so she asked her if she'd like to join her to check on their 
baby-she had agreed. 


Looking back now, I realize Diana did drop a couple of hints 
about her pregnancy. The way she'd refused alcohol by giving the 
excuse of taking a break, the way her growing belly didn't look like 
the result of weight gain, and the way she'd gaze at Lisa, a bit weird 
for 'friends' to do. 


The kids inform me that Lisa isn't going to be there for dinner, so 
we shouldn't wait for her. Later, we scoot closer on the couch to 


share the blanket as we watch a comedy TV show. 


Ironically, none of us are laughing. 


Rather killing time. 


"Why didn't you stop her, Jennie?" Lily asks, her sights boringly 
directed toward the flat screen. 


"I told her to do that," I answer truthfully, rubbing my palms 
against each other under the blanket. 


Leo leans forward to pick the remote from the coffee table and 
turns off the TV. "Isn't there another solution?" He sits sideways. 


"The baby isn't a problem." 


He throws up his hands. "I don't know what else to call it." 


I glare at him. 


"Lisa loves you. Why didn't you confess to her?" Lily murmurs 


from my right. 


My head turns to her. "Diana did before I could... I'm she'll keep 
her happy." 


"Hmm, I had my doubts. Should've figured out she loves her." Leo 
catches my attention, the blanket sliding down from his shoulders 
to his lap. 


"And we know she'll keep her happy, but for God's sake, she's 
happier with you. Just go, tell her you love her already or you're 
going to regret it later." 


"I agree with Leo," Lily nods. 


"Please don't tell her. It's not just about Diana, it's their baby who 
deserves a family," I say, trying to explain my point to them. 


"Let's imagine she doesn't marry Diana one day that baby is going 
to grow up and ask her why does she have a family with someone 
else? Put yourselves in the baby's shoes and think how would you 
react if your father chose to have a family with someone else over 
you and your mother? Would you like that? Would you feel hate 
and anger towards your father/mother? Answer me honestly." 


"No," they murmur together. 


"Now, do you get my point?" At my raised brows, they nod in 
understanding. 


"I don't want the baby to hate Lisa because your sister is the best 
woman I've ever met. She's my best friend and I'd rather lose her 
than let her make the decision leading to bitter consequences." 


"If she marries Diana for the sake of their baby, wouldn't that be a 
compromise?" Leo questions. 


"Yes, but who knows with time, she'll fall for her and it might 
become the best decision she has ever made? That's what life is 
after all. Unpredictable. Constantly changing. Sometimes we can't 
get everything we want because either they're far out of our reach 
or there are too many curveballs to overcome. To gain something, 
we lose something. It's a business deal, a gamble where we're 
obliged to make choices, whether or not be there a time limit. And I 
think being a businesswoman makes me acclimatize to changes 
quicker." 


"You're hurting, aren't you?" Lily brings me on the verge of hot 
tears. It urges me to rush to my room, cry on the floor until no 
voice or tear is left inside of me. 


"I know Lisa is. She puts on this... forced smile in front of Leo and 
me the one we've learned about over the years. She's in pain but 
she'll never tell, masking it with that smile forever," she says. 


"Exactly," Leo nods and crosses his arms over his chest. "She'd 
always put others before herself and most of the time, I hate her for 
that. She'd rather sacrifice than be selfish." 


Somehow that's funny, driving me back to that night to the night 
I'd met her. "Her kindness is what I got attracted to at first. Her 
hotness is just a bonus." 


Leo grosses out, rolling his eyes. 


Lily giggles, poking my cheek teasingly. 


The sound of shoes tapping lightly against the floor turns our 
heads to the person stepping into the living room. 


Lisa stops in her tracks, facing us with her hands in her jacket. 
Her bruises are concealed and her purple-blackish eye is hidden by 
a color corrector Lily did her makeup, so she didn't look like a thug 
accompanying the mother of her child to the hospital. 


A teeny-tiny part of me likes her with bruises because she looks 
twice sexier. She arches a brow at me and suddenly the floor is 
extremely appealing. 


Shit, what am I doing? 


She's going to marry someone else and here I'm shamelessly 
gazing, no drooling over the image of her bruised self. 


"Jennie," she sings my name like a siren, and instantly, I'm drawn 
to her. Her nonchalant blues gently beholding my coquettish 
browns. 


"Do you want us to move out... like tomorrow?" She glances at 
her siblings seated on either side of me. 


"You can stay here as long as you want." 


She hums. "We'll move out the day after Paintbrush's finale." She 
scratches her nape. "Until then, Diana and I are going to look for a 
new place." 


"Good luck with that. If you need my help-" 


"I won't," she interjects, her sharp tone slicing my insides. She's 
mad at me. Very. 


Once she's gone upstairs, Leo sniggers. "Bambam really beat the 
shit out of her." 


"She let Bambam beat her because she thought she deserved that," 


I scowl, poking his forehead. "Had she fought back, she wouldn't 
have bruised. Besides, that's nothing funny." 


"Will Bambam ever patch up with Lisa?" Lily's face crinkles in 
sadness. 


In one long exhale, my lungs stream out all the tension in my 
chest. "After talking to Bambam, I think he will, though I can't tell 
when. He's too blinded by rage right now to understand Lisa's 
reason." 


"Well, anyway, I'm going to miss you and I can't believe I actually 
said that," Leo says and grimaces at himself. 


I laugh, ruffling his dark hair. 


Lily hugs me sideways, tilting her head. "I'm going to miss you so 
much I wish we could always stay with you. This place has become 
our home in these past few months," she expresses softly. 


"This place was lonely before you guys made it a home I looked 
forward to coming back from work." I wrap my one arm around 
her, running my fingers through her silky brown hair. 


"Come here, you brat." My other arm is stretched out for Leo. He 
hesitates, scrunching his nose but hugs me anyway. 


"Did I ever tell you guys how much I love you? You've become 
my family and I'd be damned if anyone or anything ever hurts you. 
Lisa included. So, take care when you're gone and take care of her 
too. And don't hate the baby because it's not his/her fault," I coo 
with moist eyes and kiss the top of their heads. "I love you and I'm 
going to miss you." 


"We love you too." They hug me tightly and we stay there for 
what feels like forever. 


XAK 
"Now here it comes 

The hardest part of all 

Unchain my heart that's holding on 

How do I start to live my life alone 

Guess I'm just learning 

Learning the art of letting go" 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v = bzLUhwZKAeE 


Chapter 50 


JENNIE 


In a blink of an eye, several weeks have passed with her and I 
being strangers in our home, sleeping in different rooms, and barely 
speaking if we ever happen to run into each other in the hallway. 
She's been avoiding me and I haven't tried to gain her attention, 
however, neither of us has taken off our rings. 


Lisa's rarely at home for dinner and according to Bambam she's 
been planning the wedding and the move-in to her new home with 
Diana where she's going to start a happy, healthy family. 


Speaking of... Bambam hasn't yet forgiven Lisa and their 
friendship is still strained. He's only helping with the wedding 
because he loves Diana so much-he's ready to let her go for her best. 
Now, that we've become friends, he also confided in me how he 
would've mothered Diana's baby if Lisa had turned down the 
marriage proposal. I understand his suffering because we're in a 
similar situation, letting go of our loved ones for their sake.. 


Sometimes I pity myself, and sometimes all I want... is to sob in 
the corner of my room, painting the dull wall with my tears. 


" heard the woman you claimed to marry has apparently 
knocked another woman and their wedding is this weekend." 
Taeyung's mocking voice scissors my string of thoughts. 


The food on my plate is barely eaten because of my lack of 
appetite. I think I've lost some pounds in these last few weeks. 


"My God, who is that woman?" A palm rushes to muffle mum's 
overdramatic gasp. 


Why did I agree to have lunch with them? 


"Her childhood friend," Kai answers, dabbing a napkin on his 
mouth. "Her father owns a local restaurant that she's planning to 
expand." 


He motions a hand toward me, sitting across the table with 


Taeyung. "I'm sure Jennie has met her. Right?" 


"Right," I reply, nodding. "She's a strong, independent woman 
with a good heart." 


Dad swallows his bite. "When I'd met her at the ball, I knew what 
a filthy woman she was. My daughter deserves someone a hundred 
thousand times better than a sperm-donating machine." 


My hand fists in my lap, accumulating my rage inside it until my 
knuckles are white. 


I snickers. "Used the correct word for her." 


"You should've given a chance to our lovely Kai instead of 
wasting time with that unfaithful woman," Mom tells then looks at 
her beloved' father seated next to her chair. "Don't you think the 
same, sweetheart?" 


"Indeed, sweetheart." Dad smiles at her, then his eagle eyes land 


on the ring on my finger. "Why are you still wearing it?" he frowns. 


Kai replies on my behalf like I asked him to do so. "Moving on is 
hard, Robert and Miranda. I'd happily wait for your daughter to 
give me a chance however long it takes." 


"That's like my son-in-law," Dad grins and the four of them laugh. 


"Look," I begin, bringing an end to their raucous laughter. "Talk 
whatever the hell you all want to, but if you're going to badmouth 
Lisa in front of me and expect me to sit quietly like an idiot, then 
no. Don't provoke me to spit something you won't like." 


I pick my spoon, dip it in the soup bowl and smile tightly at 
them. "Now, shall we get back to eating? Thank you." 


I sit in front of my dressing table, brushing my hair and 
completing my night skincare routine by applying some cocoa hand 
cream. I set down the brush and stare at my reflection. 


Tomorrow is the finale of Paintbrush and I hope she wins because 
in my opinion which might be biased she's the most talented 
amongst the other candidates. A couple of days ago, she'd submitted 
her artwork and the team in charge of the collection is making sure 
nobody has plagiarized one another, so the controversial incident 
from four years ago doesn't repeat. 


I haven't gotten the chance to see her final piece for obvious 
reasons, and the only thing I know is that she finished it last month 
itself that's why I'm thrilled for tomorrow's grand exhibition. 


The knocking on my door startles me. "May I come in?" 


Lisa. 


"Yes. The door's unlocked," I permit her to come in. 


The door is quietly pushed in and she holds it open with her foot. 
"I want to ask you something." She stands at the doorstep, her arms 
by her side. 


"Please, go ahead." I get up from the stool, padding over in front 
of her. 


As usual, she avoids making eye contact. "Can we do it for one 
last time?" 


Not rocket science to understand what she means. She wants to 
have me one last time. 


But do I want to have her one last time? 


Yes. 


Will my answer change when it reaches my mouth? 


"Yes," I say breathlessly. 


The next thing I know is her soft warm hands are cupping my 
cheeks, her mouth crashing down on mine, and the thud of the door 
shutting behind her. 


She kisses me hard, like she's angry, shoving her tongue deep 
inside my mouth. She tastes like scotch that she usually has every 
other night but I can tell that she's not drunk. My hands fist the 
front of her sweater whereas her ghost down my body to harshly 
grip my hip, her nails digging into my skin through the material. 


She tugs me closer against her like she can't bear any insignificant 
amount of distance between us. The strength in my knees is lost and 
moisture starts forming in my panties. Suddenly, she slams me 
against the wall beside the door, hooking my leg at her hip, and 
aggressively grabs my neck, tilting my head and kissing me deeply. 


I moan, feeling her grind herself against my throbbing pussy 
while she's kissing the shit out of me and I forget there's something 
called breathing in between. 


My fingers crawl in the back of her smooth bob blonde hair, 
whimpering as she bites my bottom lip. She reclaims my mouth 
bruised with her kisses that gradually meltdown into slow, gentle 
brushes of her lips against mine. 


Our foreheads touch as we pull away out of energy. We stand 
against the wall with a pounding heart in our chests and hold each 
other quietly. 


When my eyes reopen, she's staring at me, her face not discolored 
anymore and her knuckles stroking my flushed cheek. I know she's 
taking her time to savor our one last night together and just like 
me, she probably has lots to say but she won't. 


Otherwise, I'll beg her to stay with me even after we become the 
stars in the sky. God, why did we have to fall in love when we 
weren't meant to be together? 


In bridal style, she carries me to the bed we once used to share 
and lays me down in the center, placing a pillow under my head. 
She helps me out of my nightwear, then undresses herself, and gets 
on top of my naked body, extending an arm back to pull the thick 
blanket over us. 


Her breast is pressed against my mushy breasts as she cradles my 
face, kissing me so slow and tender, I feel like I'm floating in the 
sky-too good to be true. 


Her hot mouth starts to trail kisses across my jaw, down my 
throat, and back up to my ear, sucking the tattoo under my ear. The 


half-moon... I'm going to be equally half and lonely without my sun 
who makes me whole. She kisses the seam of my lips, her hand 
ghosting down between us to grip his incredibly hard cock rested 
over my stomach. 


Her thighs part my legs wide enough and she coats herself with 
my wetness before she slowly enters me. She pulls out gently and 
slides herself all the way in as we both gasp by the feel of being 
connected after so long. I think I'm going to pass out just with this... 


My legs lock around her waist, pulling her closer and I raise my 
head to spread kisses across her collarbone, her throat, and the sun 
under her ear. She gasps, shivering, then she holds my shoulder, 
pushing me so my head returns on the pillow. Her mouth moves 
slow against mine, our breaths one and her hips rocking against 
mine in never before rhythm-I cry. 


She's making love to me. 


We're making love for the first and the last time. 


Nobody has made love to me before and I believe she's the only 
woman who ever will. She's giving me all of her and I'm giving her 
all of me -we're surrendering to each other for the first and the last 
time. 


My heart feels like it would burst with the love stored in there for 
her. I love her so much, I wish this night would never subside to the 
dawn. 


My nails trail down her back, my fingers pulling her hair, her face 
buried in the crook of my neck as our bodies move together like 
they've been doing it ever since. She stretches our arms 
horizontally, her fingers lacing with mine as she stares intensely 
into my eyes. Her lips part like she has something to say but only a 
groan comes out. 


I know, Lisa. You've given me unconditional love when I thought 
I didn't have the luxury of receiving it and you've shown me that 
I'm equally capable of providing it. We may not see each other ever 
again but I know I'll always carry you in my heart wherever I go. 


And, whilst all this stays inside my head, I wish... somehow your 
soul reads mine and maybe I'm crazy stupid but I believe our souls 
are the same. They'll become the same dust from which they've 
come to birth. 


"Jennie." 


"Lisa." 


We let it go together. 


Our mouths tremble as we kiss-like we want to paint our bodies 
and this bed with our tears. 


This goodbye hurts, I know. 


We're both hurting and we'll never tell each other and maybe 


that's how it should be... to keep ourselves from hurting more. 


Thank you, Lisa. For painting me into your muse. 


XAK 


One Last time 


Chapter 51 


JENNIE 


Cold hugs me in the morning, whispering "she's gone" into my ear 
and instantly the bed becomes lonely-I know I'll never feel warm 
and lively again. My body is sore but I like it because the ache 
reminds me of him and our long night. I shower, get dressed in my 
sweats, and descend the stairs. 


On the kitchen table is a breakfast tray covered with plastic wrap. 
She has cooked one of my comfort food, chicken noodle soup. Next 
to the tray is a thermos bottle filled with coffee that has a small 
yellow sticky note. 


Thank you, My Muse, it reads. 


There's also a wedding invitation set beside the breakfast tray. 
The lilac card has a floral border with their smiling photo printed in 
the center and the words inked above and under it are styled in 
silver. 


SAVE THE DATE FOR THE WEDDING OF LISA & DIANA 


Covering my mouth with my palm, I drop down on a chair and 
let out a muffled sob which gradually turns into a series of cries, 
sniffles, and hiccups. My chest constricts, my eyes burning with hot 
tears and I hate how my home has transformed back into the tower 
where I'd stay all alone before them... who are no longer my family. 


I have lost it all, all at once. 


KKKKKK KKK 


The security team checks everyone, regardless of their status or 
position, before letting them inside the exhibition hall located on 
the tenth floor of the art building. No media entry and nobody's 
allowed to click pictures. This massive white hall is decorated in the 
theme of love with cute red hearts everywhere since it's Valentine's 
Day. The invitees are seeming to have a nice time, the attendants in 
pantsuits serving them drinks as well as Valentine's special 
chocolates. 


As I'm exchanging pleasantries with my co-judges, I notice her 
walking in with Diana by her side and the kids tailing them. I dive 
back into the conversation going on before they can find me gaping 


at them. The awaited event begins with the host tapping a spoon 
against her glass to capture everyone's attention, proceeding with a 
brief introduction and followed by the reveal of the paintings in a 
pre-determined order. 


Lisa's number is seven. 


The five of us, judges, get the first preference to take a look at 
those final pieces of the artists. The first five are indeed unique, 
painted with excellence I'm no artist so I lack the expert lens to 
critically judge their details, each giving out their own meaning. 
Deciphering the meaning of the painting is what I enjoy the most. 
Also, I love to learn about what others figured out because we 
humans can vary indefinitely in our perspectives. 


"Did I mention how ravishing you are tonight?" Kai whispers to 
me as we move on to the sixth. 


"Just because I'm available now doesn't mean you can flirt with 
me," I murmur, keeping my eyes pinned to the framed art in front 
of us. 


"But please feel free to tell me your views about this." 


Kai chuckles, however, he does give me a review, an in-depth 
one. Although I didn't understand most of what he pointed out, I 
tell him the meaning that I've extracted from the same. He 
appreciates my analyzing skills, and I almost decide to hype his 
critical lenses only to get reminded of how he betrayed Lisa. It 
doesn't make me angry, rather deeply hurt. 


"This brings back memories," Kai mutters from beside me as we 
now stand before Lisa's piece. 


A silent gasp parts my lips. The meaning behind her painting is 
that obvious, and her skills, as usual, are breathtakingly beautiful. 


It's about us. 


About our unfinished love. 


About the eternal bond of soulmates. 


The woman and the woman are painted in cool yellow and black, 
their contrasting colors colliding like two stars in the dark universe. 
Her heart is yellow and her black, their hands wrapped around each 
other's head and their lower body fading down until it disappears 
into the pink canvas. 


At the bottom of the frame is a small label that reads: Wherever I 
go, I'll always carry you in my heart. 


My head instinctively turns to the right and there's her, already 
gazing at me from a distance. Why hasn't she taken off the gold 
ring? 


I look in the front again, getting a hold of my overwhelmed 
emotions, and place a hand over my heart to stop it from beating so 
hard. 


Kai places a hand on my back- not sure whether it's deliberate or 
genuine. "I'm fine," I whisper curtly. 


"I know. Just making our mutual ex jealous," he smirks. 


"Why did you do that to her?" 


The answer never arrives. 


I'm agreeing with Mr. Young, the veteran artist as well as the co- 


judge, who thinks Lisa should've won instead of number 9. We'd 
both voted for Lisa, however, the other judges disagreed with us. 
They said her painting felt unfinished when that's exactly what she 


wanted to convey through it. The lovers who'd failed to reach their 
destination. The soulmates with an unfinished story. 


God-fucking-dammit. 


The veteran artist excuses himself to talk business with Lisa since 


he seems smitten with her talent. I'm glad there's someone who 
shares the same perspective as mine. 


"Is that the declaration of her love for you?" Bambam appears out 


of nowhere, offering me a glass of champagne as he points his glass 
toward Lisa's painting. 


"Who knows." I take a long sip. "Well, I didn't think you'd show 
up here." 


Bambam licks his lips after a sip. "My father has a craze for 


paintings which brings me here. Not because I give a damn about 
that asshole." 


"Got the wedding invitation?" I ask, taking another sip. 


He snickers. "Of course." 


"Hmm." 


"Did you?" 


"Of course." 


"Are you coming then?" 


"Think so. You?" 


"Only for Diana." 


"Figured that." 


Leo and Lily join us. They're currently living at Diana's place and 
have moved most of their stuff into the new apartment which is 
twice big compared to the former. 


Lily asks me whether I'm going to attend the wedding and I 
answer her truthfully. Leo stamps on Bambam's shoe, telling him to 
stop fussing and forgive Lisa like a real man. Bambam winces and 
that's that. 


Leo further speaks about his master-reckless, stupid plan. He 
intends to spill champagne on Kai's expensive suit, pretending it to 
be an accident. Thank goodness, Bambam knocks some sense in him 
or he'd have gotten himself into trouble. Lisa too. 


"Happy Valentine's." Kai offers me heart-shaped chocolate 
wrapped in a red foil. 


"Whatever." I accept the chocolate and set it down on the table 
with no intention to eat it. 


He pouts. "I gave you my heart." Any other woman would've 
found him adorable. 


"Do I need to call 911 for you?" I sneer, folding my arms under 
my breasts. 


He chuckles. I roll my eyes. 


"I did that because I was jealous of her." 


"Pardon?" my brows raise at him. 


"I betrayed Lisa because I was jealous of her," Kai admits 
impassively, his fingers massaging his temple like it's aching. 


"She was my rival plus my best friend. I couldn't have defeated 
her because she was born talented whereas I had to fucking kick my 
ass to fit into my family of artists. I needed to choose between her 
and me, and I choose myself." 


"So you cheated." 


"Have you ever heard about the race of survival? Only the 
powerful and cunning bastards survive." 


"Excuse me?" I scoff, shaking my head. "First, you admit being 
guilty, then you're defending yourself." 


He holds a finger. "Never said I was guilty." He holds up another. 
"Everything is fair in love and war. Lisa is just one of the fools. A 
casualty caused by the war." 


His phlegmatic self makes me lose my temper. "You almost 
destroyed her career, traumatized her, and made her look like a 
fucking criminal. There could've been other ways to prove yourself 
worthy to your family. Trust me, I'm speaking from experience." 


"I wish there was another way. I never admit this to anyone but I 
lost my best friend too." 


"And because of whom?" I whisper-growl, my arms dropping by 
my side. I shove a finger to his chest. "You would've voted for her if 
you really considered her your best friend." 


He half-smiles. "I guess I'm an asshole." 


"One of the worst kind." 


Suddenly, he grabs my waist and pulls me into a kiss, 
inappropriate for a public event. I place my palms on his chest and 
before I can push him back, he pulls away. 


His rough hands ghost up to cradle my face. "I know I'm one of 
the worst kind but I can be a good man for you... Because Jennie 
Kim, I'm in love with you." 


"Kai..." Is that regret on his face? 


"I'd beg forgiveness at Lisa's feet if it means I get a chance with 
you." 


KA 


Chapter 52 


JENNIE 


Bambam picks me up from my penthouse building and drives us 
to the venue. 


The morning wedding is held at the rooftop of Diana's restaurant 
with only a bunch of guests invited. I sit down with him on the 
chairs towards the right of the aisle which is decorated using some 
greenery and lit lanterns. 


The guests who happen to recognize me come over to introduce 
themselves all of them belong to the bride's guest list. I press an 
amiable smile at them despite I barely have registered their names 
in my head. 


I didn't want to be here, however, I somehow got my shit 
together and picked out a nice lavender gown for the wedding. Lisa 
had left the invitation card in the hope that I'll be there for her, so 
how would I have let her down? 


Besides, I wanted to see her one last time and give her good luck 
for her future even if it wasn't with me anymore. I knew it was 
going to rip me apart, make me regret my decision, and yet I shut 
off my mind, choosing to use my heart over it. 


"Do you think I'm the stupidest woman on earth to attend the 
wedding of the woman I love?" I whisper to Bambam, pulling on my 
fur coat tighter. 


"Let's be the stupidest duo." He gives me a fist bump and chuckles 
wryly at himself. "After all, I'm at the wedding of the woman I 
love." 


"How about we get drinks tonight?" I offer, taking off my 
sunglasses. 


"Sure." He reaches for the dangling diamond earning in my left 
ear and I feel a strand of my hair getting tugged away. 


"Your hair got tangled up with your earring," he states a reason 
for his action. 


"How chivalrous of you." 


"I know. Now, don't fall in love with me." 


"Oh dear, you don't have the luxury of getting loved by me," I 
sneer, patting his cheek. 


"Right," he huffs, glancing at his silver wristwatch. "Nobody has 
the luxury of getting loved by the great Jennie Kim, except for one 
asshole in this world." He looks back at me with a tight smile. 


"By the way, are you going to stay in touch with them after the 
wedding?" I ask him instead of countering him with something 
smartass. 


He thinks for a while, rubbing his jaw with his fingertips. "Yes 
and no. My mind and heart are at a war. How about you?" 


"No." I'm not strong enough to stay in touch with her after the 
wedding and I doubt she wants me to either. Staying in contact is 
only going to make it harder for us and I'd rather hurt from afar 
than near her. 


He hums. "Thought so." 


"Kai kissed me at the exhibition and professed his love for me." 
Shit, why did I blurt that? What if he spills it to 


Bambam grins, placing his arm around the back of my chair. "We 
saw that." 


Double shit! 


"Lisa too?" 


"Unfortunately yes. I swear she wanted to beat up that bastard." 
He laughs, adjusting his tux tie using his other hand. 


"Why don't you forgive Lisa and let it go? She really feels shit for 
hiding it from you." 


"So... are you planning to hook up with Kai?" He switches to the 
previous subject. "I'd have totally suggested that only if he weren't 
so diabolical." 


"He admitted his wrongdoing and defended himself with the 
shitty excuse of the race of survival and that he had no other way. 
Though he also sort of regrets losing his best friend." 


"Well, Lisa should take him back now that she's a betrayer herself. 
They'd be best friend goals, you know?" That's damn mean to say. 


"Bamb--" 


He cuts me off, looking back at the entrance of the rooftop. 
"Name of the betrayer and the betrayer is here." 


In a well-fitted beige lady tux, Lisa treads to the altar decorated 
with fresh cream and burgundy ranunculus. The preacher and Leo 
join her up there as she's thanking the guests showering her with 
compliments. 


Lisa further notices Bambam and me since we're seated on the 
front row. The awkwardness in the air penetrates my lungs, starting 
to suffocate me. 


"Hi, pumpkin-head!" Leo waves from the altar and receives 
daggers from me. How dare this brat call me that in public! 


"Is Leo the best man?" I whisper to Bambam who nods, 


"Yep. Funny, right?" 


"You could've offered for the post." 


"Not as kind as Lisa." 


"You're contradicting your statements." 


He rolls his eyes when I should do that at him. 


Saccharine music starts playing and we turn around to witness 
the bride in white walking down the aisle with her father. Lily 
follows them as the only bridesmaid, her face lightening up when 
she spots me. Mateo settles on the chair to the left of Bambam as 
Diana reaches the altar with her bridesmaid. 


The preacher clears his throat, welcoming everyone to the 
wedding, and asks the bride and bride if they've prepared their 


vows. Since they have not, he requests them to repeat it after him, 
and then they're told to exchange the wedding bands. 


The guests clap for them. 


"I now pronounce you as wife and wife. You may kiss the bride." 


Lisa lifts Diana's veil, placing it on top of her head, and cups her 
glowing face as she kisses her briefly. 


And that's all I can take. 


I rise from my chair, quietly taking my leave as my tears threaten 
to spill. Why did I come here? Why did I choose to hurt myself? 
Why I didn't leave before that kiss? 


She's gone, she's no longer mine and I hate that. I hate that I met 
her and I hate that I fell for her. No, I don't. I can't hate knowing 
her and I can't hate falling for her because they're the best things to 
have ever happened in my life. 


But it hurts. 


So fucking much. 


Pausing abruptly on the sidewalk outside the restaurant, I book 
myself a cab which arrives within ten minutes. As I'm about to pull 
open the cab door, my favorite voice calls me out and I swallow the 
lump in my throat. 


Don't cry, don't look back! 


"Jennie..." Her footsteps approach me. 


With my heart hammering against my ribcage, I turn around to 
face her and it takes every ounce of my strength not to sob, 
especially after seeing that wedding band. The bitter reminder that 
she belongs with somebody else now. 


Lisa notices our couple ring on my finger, her mouth opening 
slightly but nothing comes out. 


This goodbye hurts a hundred thousand times more than the last 
one. 


"Lisa...." Maybe in another life, we'd be meant for each other. 


Good luck. Please be happy. 


Shoving every other word deep down the hole in my soul, I get 
inside the cab, parting ways with her for one last time. 


Kak 
They say LOVE is only equal to the PAIN 


Chapter 53 


LISA 


Three Years Later.... 


Fucking finally. 


I stretch out my arms and grin triumphantly at the finished piece 
in front of me. 


This is the best fucking feeling in the world. Better than sex, 
even. 


I get down the stool, neatly fold my dirty apron, transporting it in 
a transparent zip-lock then into a paper bag. After washing my 
hands in the sink, I grab my car keys from the table of supplies as 
well as the bag, descending the stairs to the reception lounge. 


My assistant, an undergrad student, greets me from his desk. 
"Good morning, Mam! Were you here all night?" He stands up with 
arms locked behind him. 


This boy has been working under me for about a year now. Not to 
mention he's punctual, dedicated, and a quick learner. Polite too. 


"Well, I was leaving at my usual time and I suddenly got this idea 
-the rest's history, you know." We both chuckle at my overly 
compulsive behavior towards art. 


"I wish I had that kind of craze, Mam. I don't really enjoy staying 
up until morning no matter what the task is." 


"Trust me, you're better off that way. My kind of craze is an 
addiction. I do not recommend it." "Perhaps, you're right." 


I run a hand through my hair for the umpteenth time since I 
started working on that piece last night. "I'm going to take today 
off, so after you're done with your job, you can practice or leave 
early." 


"TIl practice, thanks." He smiles. "You should get some sleep since 
you have a workshop tomorrow in Chicago." 


"Thanks for the reminder. See you directly at the airport." 


I exit my two-story studio which isn't very far from my apartment 
building and get into my new car parked at the driveway. 


Well, my studio has a small office the sun lamp stays safe there, 
oddly satisfying to me, a large workspace, and a restroom on the 
floor above the reception lounge where I've been spending most of 
my time in these last three years. I wouldn't call it the peak of my 
career, rather a jump start-I'd be lying if I say I didn't need it. 


The parking lot elevator takes me straight to the twelfth floor and 
I punch in the code to unlock my apartment door. An adorable 
elderly couple lives right down the hallway with whom we've 
celebrated our last Christmas. 


I drop my keys on the foyer table, walking down a short corridor 
to the living space and the spiral staircase that leads to the rooms of 
my siblings they've got the whole floor to themselves. 


I take a quick shower in my room below, stopping by the laundry 
to deposit my clothes and apron on my way to the kitchen. 


"Dada!" My two-year-old son squeals from his high chair. 


"Hey, Lisian" I sit beside him at the kitchen table and caress his 
soft brown hair. He looks a lot like his mother. "Miss me, buddy?" I 
smile, poking his nose. 


"Miss yuh." He smiles toothily, his tiny fingers tugging at my 
shirt. 


"You too." My lips plant a peck on his forehead. Diana rounds the 
kitchen island, bringing a bowl of banana puree for Lisian and a cup 
of tea for me. 


She occupies the chair to his left, feeding him his breakfast. "Do 
you want to get some sleep first or would you like to eat?" She asks 
me. 


"Get some sleep," I say and sip my herbal tea. 


She dabs Lisian's mouth with his bib. "Are you going to go back?" 


"Took the day off." I take another sip of my tea. 


"Good. You're barely getting any rest lately." 


"Li! Le!" Lisian beams as his uncle and aunt join us. 


"Yo, sian" they smile at him. 


Diana curiously looks at the shiny pink box that Lily has set on 
the table. "What's that?" 


"Lip gloss," Lily answers, applying butter to a slice of toasted 
bread. "I'm gonna sell them at school for the entrepreneurship 
contest." 


"You made them?" When Lily nods coquettishly, Diana stretches 
out a hand. "Give me one." 


"Pay her," Leo tells with a mouth full of food. 


"Where are your table manners?" Diana narrows her eyes at him. 


He holds up a middle finger. 


She snorts, turning to Lily with a smile. "I'm gonna get you some 
cappuccino. Can I get a gloss then?" 


Lily swallows, giving her a thumbs-up. "Deal." 


As Diana goes to make her special cappuccino, I quickly finish my 
tea and start feeding the remainder of the puree to sian. He spills 
out more than he eats. 


"Hey! Make me one too!" Leo yells from his chair. 


"No, you brat!" Diana shouts back as she retrieves some 
ingredients from the fridge. 


"Leo." 


He hums, applying some jam on his toast. 


"You shouldn't be showing that finger to her, especially in front of 
Lisian," I tell him, though my attention is on my son. 


"Fine, sorry." He takes a big bite of the toast. 


By the time Lisian's bowl is cleaned of the puree, Diana sets down 
two mugs of cappuccino before my siblings. I stand from my chair 
and turn around to kiss her briefly. "I love you," she blushes 
profusely against my lips. 


"I love you," is platonic and yet she wants to hear it from me 
every single day and night. 


I roll on my other side, my sleep-clad sight gradually becomes 
clear. 


As usual, Diana's sitting with her back against the headboard of 
the bed, breastfeeding Lisian in her lap. His eyes are closed, his 
mouth latched around her nipple sucking lazily and his fingers 
clutching her blouse. She notices me awake and sets down the food 
magazine on the bedside table. 


"What time is it?" I ask groggily. 


"Four." Her hand reaches for my hair, caressing them. "I made 
you a new beef recipe. Go freshen up and eat it and give me a 


review." 


My groan is suppressed against the mattress. "I think I'm gonna 
spend all my life tasting your new recipes." 


She swats my back. Ow, ow! 


"Don't act like they're awful! Did you forget you're my personal 
testing device? So you are obligated to spend all your life tasting 
my new recipes," she scowls. 


"Yes, Chef," I frown and sit up against the headboard. 


She puts her breast back in her blouse, wiping Lisian's mouth 
with his bib, and covers him with his favorite orange blanket that 
she'd knitted for him. 


"It's been three years since he came into our lives and I still feel 
like it's yesterday." She sighs and kisses his forehead. 


"I'm familiar with that feeling," I whisper and lean down to peck 
his cute nose. "Sleep well, Lisian. Dada loves you." 


"Mommy loves him too." Diana pecks him on the mouth. 


"I'm going to Chicago tomorrow for a workshop and will be back 
on Saturday," I remind her, assuming it might've slipped off her 
mind since she manages both housework and her restaurant. 


"Lisian and I will miss you." She pouts, stealing a kiss from me. 


"By the way, there's this place in Washington that looks perfect 
for the second branch. We can go check it out whenever you're 
free." 


Last year she'd launched her first-ever restaurant branch in 
Chicago which became successful overnight and a couple of months 
ago, she decided to open up one in Washington. 


"Sure." She grins. "The trip can be our family vacation. We haven't 
had one for about a year now." 


"Right." My stomach rumbles and we both laugh, shushing each 
other eventually so we don't disturb our son's precious sleep. 


"I'm gonna hog on your new recipe," I say as my stomach rumbles 
again. 


"And I'm gonna put our son in bed before my arms become 
numb." 


She pecks me on the cheek before climbing down the bed and 
takes Lisian to his room located across from ours. 

MANOBAN FAMILY 

KKK 


Chapter 54 


JENNIE 


The young interviewer belonging to a popular magazine company 
thanks us once more before she exits our deluxe suite. I glance back 
at the digital clock hanging on the bedpost wall. It's three in the 
afternoon. The interview lasted for an hour probably because of 
how anxious the brunette was. It was her first time interviewing big 
personalities and my God, that poor girl apologized every time she 
stuttered. 


Kai pulls out his phone from his jacket and texts someone. "Your 
mother has invited us for tea," he says, looking up from his phone. 


"She does that literally every single week without fail," I scoff, 
pushing away a strand of hair from my face. 


"I know," he chuckles throatily. "That's sweet of her though. We 
should go over like we do literally every single week." 


"She doesn't give me much of a choice, does she?" I snicker. 


"Like I said, that's sweet." He lets out another chuckle. "I'm gonna 
make a call and then we'll get going, okay?" He cups my jaw with 
one hand, giving me a quick kiss. 


"Okay," I whisper and purse my lips. 


He smiles at me before soaring from the foot of the bed then goes 
to the window to make his business call. 


While he speaks over the phone, I use the bathroom and touch up 
my makeup and hair. He's still talking when I get back to the 
bedroom and signals me using his fingers that he's only going to 
need five minutes more. I nod, choosing to stand as I wait for him. 
Exactly five minutes later, he's done and we check out of the hotel, 
his fingers interlaced with mine. 


The valet brings over his car and he tips enormous to the 
teenager. 


Kai opens the car door for me and after I sit down, he rounds the 
vehicle to climb into the driver's seat. 


The ride to my parents' place takes about forty minutes and it's 
almost four by the time we're welcomed by my overreacting 
mother. 


Mom hugs us tightly like she's seeing us after ages and kisses us 
on the cheeks. 


My Dad and Taeyung are awaiting us in the study whose space is 
warmed by the thick logs of wood burning in the huge fireplace. 


Kai nods at them as he resolves on the couch with me. 


"How did the interview go?" Mom settles in between Taeyung and 
Dad on the couch across. 


Kai thanks the housekeeper who brings us tea and sets a plate of 
peanut butter cookies on the short table. "Oh, it was wonderful," he 
replies to her. 


"And is there any good news yet?" She grins, glancing at me 


deliberately. 


Goddammit, why won't she stop with that shit? 


"Good news?" Bewildered Kai glances at me, then at her. 


"Babies. It's been two years since you're married and you haven't 
shown any progress. Right, Robert?" Mom blabbers and looks at 
Dad. 


Dad delightfully agrees with her. "Very, sweetheart. After 
Taeyung, it's Jennie's turn to give us some healthy grandchildren." 


Well, my asshole brother got married three years ago and his 
equally infuriatingly arrogant wife has given him chubby twin sons. 
They're barely identical, representing either of their parents. I used 
to think I'd pity whoever marries Taeyung but honestly, it's been 
proved time and again that they deserve each other. 


Sinister soulmates is the most accurate description for them. 


"Speaking of, where's Angela?" Kai inquires. 


I don't fucking understand why is her name 'Angela' when there's 
no angel inside of her. 


"She took the kids to her parents' place for a change," Taeyung 
said. 


Kai hums. "Anyway, I don't think we're having a kid anytime 


soon," he says, scratching his neck. 


"I pity that my sister's is your wife," Taeyung teases. 


"Only if you knew what a lucky man I am," he grins. 


"Do you hear that, sweetheart?" Dad asks me, pointing a hand 
toward the slightly shy Kai. 


"Your twenty-seven, Jennie. This is too late to have kids already," 
Mom chides. 


"And who said that?" I raise a brow that shuts her infuriating 
mouth. "I'm not ready for a child and won't be in the next couple of 
years either," I make it clear to her for the umpteenth time. 


Kai strokes my back while he talks to Mom. "You know Jennie 
refuses but does it anyway. Like she'd refused to marry me but did 
it anyway." He chuckles and the rest three laugh in agreement. 


I wonder whether they're mocking me or just being playful. 


KKKK 


No idea what time it is but it's been quite a long since I'm 
listlessly gazing at the closed blinds of the floor-to-ceiling window. 
My tongue swipes across my dry lips which reminds me that I need 
to pamper them. Pulling the blanket tighter around me, I sigh 
heavily, continuing to gaze at the blinds with a thoughtless mind. 


The rustling of the sheets is sensed by my ears along with the 
shifting of the person towards me. Kai slides his arm under my 
neck, draping the other over my waist, and spoons me under my 
blanket. 


"Why are you always out of my reach?" his breath is warm 
against my shoulder blade, his voice rasp. 


"Mm," he kisses my shoulder, "I want a baby with you." 


"Kai, I-" 


"I know you aren't ready but I am ready to wait. Just don't take 
too long because I'm an impatient man and when I can't get what I 
want, I go fucking crazy." 


I want a divorce... is what I wanted to say. I've been trying to say 
that for a year now. This marriage... I did all I can to fit into it, to 
make it work... to bring myself to lo--- 


"Let's go on a date," he coos against the shell of my ear. 


"I have an important meeting." I tell him, removing his arm lying 


over my waist. "Now, will you please excuse me? I'm probably 
running late." 


He groans and lays flat on his back. 


I climb down the bed, pick up my night robe from the floor, and 


wrap it tight around my body. 


Suddenly, my wrist is grabbed and I'm pulled over him, my hair 
curtaining around our faces. "I love you, Jennie Kim and I'm never 
letting you go, even if it means doing something I'd hate. So never 
forget: we're going to be husband and wife till death does us part." 


Umbrage stabs me in the gut. "Is that a threat? Are you going to 
hurt me if I ask for a divorce?" I frown, staring fiercely into his gelid 
orbs. 


His grip on my wrist tightens, his unshaved jaw ticking. "I'll hurt 
whoever tries to take you away from me. Besides, it has never 
occurred to me that someday you'd wake up and ask for a divorce." 


"Hmm. At least let me go have a shower unless you plan to break 
it." 


He laughs like I'm teasing him playfully when I'm actually 
taunting him. "Okay," he kisses me hard, ending it with a lip bite. 


KKKKKKKKK 


Later that day, I'm having lunch with my business colleagues. I 
should drive straight to work afterward, instead, I find myself 
standing in front of a familiar flower shop. 


Manoban Flowers. 


What once was a small store managed by the owner herself has 
now turned into a big and famous store in the locality, managed by 
a few employees. During the course of three years, the flower 
business has doubled its success rate and got mentioned on the 
front page of the newspaper plus earned plenty of followers on its 
social media page. 


Indeed, a remarkable achievement for a local business. 


I get myself a large bouquet of fresh white peonies that I usually 
set on my office desk. Their presence and fragrance have continued 
to be oddly satisfying for me. Along with the half-moon lamp. 


"Jennie!" 


My feet approaching my car come to a halt and my whole body 
freezes on the sidewalk for no idea how long. 


Don't look back. 


Get into the car and drive away. 


One turn and everything that you've forcefully shoved deep into 
that large hole of your soul will lunge out. 


So don't look back. Pretend that you didn't hear your name being 
called out. Pretend that that's not your name. 


You're not the Jennie she knows. 


"Lisa.." 


KA 


Chapter 55 


LISA 


We've been laying quietly in our bed, recovering from the high of 
the morning sex. Her face rests against my chest, her legs tangled 
with mine under the messy sheets and one arm draped over my 
torso. My fingers run through her long brown hair as I listlessly 
gaze at the ceiling with no significant thoughts in my mind. 


I've been married for three years to my childhood friend, the 
mother of my child and yet sometimes it doesn't feel real. 


That thought disappears just as soon it appears, my mind further 
taking me on a premium guilt trip. 


Diana traces my abs using her fingertip, suddenly giggling. 
"What's funny?" I ask curiously. 


She tilts her head on my chest. "Just remembered one of our 
childhood memories." 


"Ah, don't bother telling me. It must be mortifying as hell." 


She laughs. "It is. You'll hide in the closet for months if I tell that 
to Lisian." 


A loud cry booms into our room. "Are you going to check on him 
or should I?" 


"TIl go." She presses her mouth against mine. "Don't worry, I won't 
share one of the most embarrassing moments of your life with our 
son." 


She laughs again while I roll my eyes at her. 


Diana quickly puts on her nightgown and hurries to Lisian's room. 
I roll on my front, burying my face into the pillow, and sigh. 


Later that day, I drop a surprise visit at my flower shop that I do once 
every month to check the work of the four employees and if the 
customers are delighted with the service provided. In the small office 
situated at the back of the store, the employee who handles the 
accounting gives me updates on the recent sales as well as shares his 


ideas. One hour has passed away when I finally decide to leave, satisfied 
with the visit. 


A woman in a business suit with her back to me approaches a luxury 
car parked in the driveway. Her long black hair cascade down her back, 
her heels sky-high and for a stranger, she feels too familiar. 


Don't even think that! 


Walk away. Don't call her out. 


It's not her. It's not the woman you know. If you call her out and it's 
her, those sealed feelings will come back to haunt you. 


"Jennie!" 


My heart races in my chest, my mind cussing at me for making the 
stupidest decision. I don't understand how did that name come out of my 
mouth for the first time in three years-it felt like every cell in my body 
was pushing me to go against my pragmatic mind. 


Fuck. If the woman is actually a stranger, I'm going to embarrass 
myself. 


But the woman stops. 


Walk away before it's too late. 


Holding my breath, I watch her turn around. "Lisa." She holds a 
bouquet of white peonies that reminds me of the first time she'd bought it 
from my store and gifted it to me as an apology. 


Smoke evades my mouth. "It's been a long time." 


"I know." She seems equally overwhelmed by our paths crossing again 
when we thought they'd never. 


My legs start moving on their own until I'm stood in front of her. "I 
have so many things to ask you and I know you probably have to get 
back to work but... Can we talk over a coffee?" 


"Uh-" She retrieves her phone from her handbag, stares at the screen 
for a while before she presses a button. 


"Okay," she agrees. The blue cat keychain Lily had gifted her dangles 
against her handbag. 


"Okay," I breathe, hoping my smile isn't too big for her to creep out. 


We wordlessly walk down the sidewalk, heading to the café located 
three stores away from my flower shop, and order us coffee. 


Neither of us initiates a conversation-the sole reason why we've come 
here looking out of the window near our table where we're sitting across 
from each other. The bouquet of peonies is set in the center of the table. 


"How have you been?" I ask after almost ten minutes of intolerably 
awkward silence. 


"Hmm, I wonder." 


"What kind of answer is that?" I chuckle. 


She shrugs, sipping the steaming hot coffee, and grimaces instantly. 
Good to see her still being the pickiest person in the world. 


"How about you?" 


"Oh, I've been good. The veteran painter/judge from Paintbrush had 
offered me a job with a fat paycheck which felt too tempting to refuse, 
hence I'd worked under him for a year. Now, I have my very own studio 
and conduct workshops for the undergrad students, and my apartment 
isn't as tiny as it used to be." 


She smiles in appreciation. "Good to hear you do well professionally. 
Your career is finally on the track." 


God, I missed that smile. 


"Well, I heard your jewelry collection was a success." 


"Hmm, that was three years ago." 


My lips curve up. "Consider it a belated congratulations." 


"Thanks." 


The conversation pauses right there and for another ten minutes, we're 
avoiding eye contact and words. "Tell me about your family," she speaks 
later, her browns reconnecting with my blues. 


I scratch my neck, deciding how to go about my personal life. "I'll 
begin with Leo and Lily who have grown tall and all because of their 
puberty hit... but I can't tell you what a pain in the ass their mood 
swings and tantrums are! Especially Leo. Grounding him doesn't work at 
all and sometimes he tries to pick a fight with me. Like me, his goddamn 
parent!" 


Jennie giggles, eventually bursting into uncontrollable laughter. It feels 
so nostalgic to watch her laugh like that. 


"Oh my God," she chuckles, wiping her tears from the corner of her 
eyes. "I can't believe you just vented out. Besides, I'd guessed that 
already." 


"It wasn't funny. I'm frustrated with handling two teenagers." I huff, 
crossing my arms over my chest and moue. 


"Sure you are." She seems to find my condition amusing. "Uh, how 
about Diana and your...?" She trails off, glancing at her manicured 
nails. 


"Lisian, That's our son," I tell her. 


"Oh, Lisian, You put your name together. Nice" 


I rub my back of my neck. " Yeah, Diana thought it's unique to 
combining our names" 


"So, how are they?" 


"Wonderful. Diana's an amazing wife and mother, and I could never 
deny that. Our marriage felt a bit out of place in the beginning but it got 
comfortable with Lisian's birth. We're still best friends more than wife 
and wife and I think... Im happy with them." 


"Didn't I tell you it was the rightest thing to marry her?" Her attempt 
at teasing me fails terribly. 


"It was indeed a good decision, of course, though I'm still unsure about 
it being the rightest thing to do. I love my son, lot more than I thought I 
would, and my love for Diana has grown considerably too." 


"You've fallen in love with her..." Her voice is softened with surprise, 
though her schooled face remains unaffected. 


"That's where the problem lies. I haven't and I don't think I ever will." 
Two fingers rub my temple as my mouth releases a heavy sigh. 


"Sometimes... it feels like she carries our marriage on her shoulders 
whereas I'm not giving my all to her... I feel like I'm the most horrible 
wife on earth." 


"You aren't a horrible wife, all right." Her pillow-like hand reaches for 
mine over the table, squeezing it reassuringly. 


"Don't try too hard. Let love happen on its own. Someday we'll be here 
again and you'll tell me how much you're in love with her and what an 
idiot you were to think you won't be able to see her anything more than 


a friend. That day when you look back, she'd be the best decision of 
your life." 


"Jennie, I-" The sparkling diamond ring on her finger steals my 
attention. "Did you get married?" I ask. 


"Yes." She withdraws her hand, settling it in her lap. 


"To whom?" 


"Someone." Giving vague replies and Jennie go hand-in-hand. 


My jaw clenches into a scowl. "Don't tell me you married that cheating 
bastard." 


Offended, "Mino isn't my husband," she corrects my misunderstanding. 


"Thank fucking God. For a moment, I thought you listened to your 
mother and married him." 


That would've been the stupidest thing for her to do. Settle for a piece 
of shit. 


"The man I married doesn't cheat on me. In fact, he's obsessed with 
me which isn't a problem since he treats me well more than I thought or 
give him credit for." 


Hmm. I can guess why he's obsessed with her, after all, she's Jennie 
Kim. A woman of her own. He might be her husband but that doesn't 
mean I have to like him. He seems suspicious. 


"Have I met your husband before? Is he a celebrity?" my voice is too 
desperate for my own taste. 


"I have to go, Lisa," she murmurs. 


"Okay." If she doesn't want to reveal the identity of her husband, I'm 
fine with it. Pushing her would only make me disgusted at myself. 


I pay for the coffee that neither of us has finished. 


We exit the local café and soon, we're standing across from each other 
in front of her expensive car. 


"Thank you for catching up with me. It was lovely meeting you, 
Jennie" I smile, sliding my hands in my denim jacket. "Have a safe 
drive." 


"You too, Lisa." She smiles and hands me the bouquet of peonies. 
"Consider it a belated congratulations for your great achievements." 


A snowflake lands on the tip of her nose just as her smile reaches her 
eyes. The first snow starts falling over and around us. 


"It's snowing! I hate it," she frowns, looking up at the cloudy sky in 
extreme disappointment. 


Just like this snow, I'll fall for you every year from now on. I'll fall for 
you even if you're miles away from me: my unsaid words are softly 


recited in my ears like classic poetry from old literature, ever so gently 
reminding me how hopelessly I'm still very much in love with my muse. 


KA 


Chapter 56 


JENNIE 


My body had moved on its own, dauntlessly going against my 
sensible mind. When our eyes met for the first time in three years, I 
couldn't help falling in love with her all over again. My heart was 
overflowing with joy and love, and I wanted to confess but I had to 
hold back. Long gone was my chance to confess and loving her 
secretly was all I could ever do. 


She used to be the most beautiful woman I'd ever laid my eyes on 
and she looked even better now, aging like a fine wine. Her 
professional success felt like it was mine and I was glad to know 
that she was happy with Diana and her son, Lisian. I wanted to ask 
her for a picture of her family and yet I didn't because it would've 
been too. painful for me. 


When she told me how she guilty was for not reciprocating 
Diana's feelings and gave me that look of longing-I knew she was 
still carrying me in her heart just like the words quoted in her 
painting. 


"Why weren't you answering my calls?" Kai enters the study, 
sounding irritated. 


This penthouse was a wedding gift from Dad. Speaking of... we 
had a grand wedding in the total absence of media one of my 
conditions for agreeing to the arranged marriage. 


"I was busy," I answer, skimming through the fat file in my hands. 


He drops beside me on the couch. "You weren't at work. I reached 
out to your assistant after your phone went dead." 


"Don't make me lie to you, Kai. If you keep pushing it, I'd have to 
because you wouldn't like to know where I was." 


He snatches the file from me. "Tell me where you were." 


Sitting sideways, I throw my hands up in the air. "Fine, I ran into 
Lisa." 


"You spent the entire afternoon with her?" his brows raise in 
incredulity. 


"We were just catching up and then I told her I had to go. That's 
that." 


"What did she tell you?" 


"That she was doing well professionally and personally." 


"Did you tell her about us?" he continues grilling me. 


"No. She saw my wedding ring though." When I try taking back 
the file, he pulls his hand away from my reach. Sigh. "Give that 
back. It's important." 


"I don't want you meeting her again," he commands, loud and 
clear. 


"Of course, I won't," I snicker. "She's married, so I am. Do you 
seriously think that low of me or are you still jealous of Lisa?" 


Kai clenches his clean-shaven jaw. "He isn't a source of jealousy 
anymore. Rather a threat." 


"She has a family now. How could she be a threat then?" 


"Because you're still in love with her and being your husband, I 
hate that. I've tried too hard to win your love but nothing seems to 
work. Perhaps, a baby will make you fall in love with me." 


"Do you think I haven't tried to let you win? To love you? To 
move on?" I exasperatedly soar to my feet, my hands moving 
dramatically. "I've tried too fucking hard too and gave you a clean 
chit when I'd married you! But we can't force love, Kai. I doubt a 
baby can make me love you that way." 


"Fair enough. But let me repeat this again: we're husband and 
wife till death does us part." He slams the file on the table and gives 
me a murderous glare before storming out of the study as the door 
shuts behind him with a thud. 


Neither is our marriage working nor will Kai divorce me. He has 
made that clear two times now. Having a baby doesn't matter to 
him as much as letting me go. He has every right to be mad because 
if the tables were turned and he'd have met his ex or whatever 
while he was still in love with her, I'd have felt insecure too. 


Then, after Lisa confided in me that she hasn't fallen in love with 
Diana despite having a kid with her, I doubt a baby between Kai 
and me would give wheels to our marriage. 


Ugh. 


KKKKK 


My day has been double shit due to overthinking my martial 
matters at work. Now, I don't know what the hell I'm doing at a 
supermarket, strolling between the tall racks like it's a public park. 


"Why aren't you home yet?" is the first thing Kai asks after I receive 
his call. 


"I'm at the supermarket." 


"Why would you trouble yourself, darling? Karen would've ordered 
whatever you needed." 


"I know and I don't really need anything. It's just... I haven't been here 
in so long." 


"Send me the location and I'l be there." He hangs up and within the 
next fifteen minutes of texting him the location, he meets me at the 
baby section. 


"Good that I was close by," he smiles, pecking me on the lips. 


The racks here are filled with baby food items, so many brands 
and types that I didn't know existed. I never thought of becoming a 
mother because I've always been focused on getting recognized by 
my family it didn't work until I got married to Kai and my career. 
Plus, labor sounds scary. 


Out of curiosity, I grab an apple-flavored cereal and turn the box 
around to read the instructions. 


"Jennie?!" My head turns toward the familiar voice. 


Diana smiles, waving at me. Her cart is full of groceries, kitchen 
supplies, and food for kids. 


"Hi, how are you?" I greet her and keep the cereal back in the 
rack. 


"Amazing. Lisa told me how he ran into you that day." 


Oh, did she? 


"Hi, Diana. I hope you remember me," Kai speaks from beside me. 


"Of course, I never forget backstabbers," Diana sneers. 


"Enlighten me when I did ever backstab you." 


"You backstab with my best friend." 


"Isn't Lisa your wife?" 


"Before being wife and wife, we're best friends." 


"Then let me introduce you to my gorgeous wife." Grinning, he 


snakes his arm around my waist. "Jennie Kim." 


Diana quickly absorbs her shock. "I understand why you didn't 
tell Lisa who your husband is," she speaks to me, stretching out a 
hand with another smile. "Anyway, congratulations on the 
wedding." 


"Uh, thanks." I force a smile, shaking my hand with hers. 


"Ah, there is Mommy!" Lisa appears from behind Diana, carrying 


a toddler in her arm. 


The toddler is his mother's boy, clutching an orange soft toy and 
he's much thinner than the kids of his age I know. Taeyung's sons 
must be thrice Lisian's size. 


"Wow, Lisian. Dada got you your favorite orange!" Diana amuses. 


"It onange," Lisian says in his toddler-ish voice. 


"Oh no, don't eat this orange," Lisa chuckles, stopping her son 
from eating the soft toy. 


She gradually takes notice of my presence, surprised run into me 
again. Soon, that's replaced with her sexy smile. "Hey, Jennie." 


"Jelly," Lisian repeats. 


"Hi, Lisian," I smile and he mirrors me friendlily. 


Lisa's sight motions from me to Kai. "You're acing at motherhood 
too, huh?" Kai smirks. 


"Kai is Jennie's husband." Diana said. 


Despite hearing that from Diana, Lisa's expression doesn't shift 


the way it's supposed to. Her composure is practiced to perfection. 


"You got what you wanted," is all Lisa comments impassively. 


"You know me. I always get what I want," Kai grins, winking at 
her. 


"Lisa, I-" 


"Let's go home or sian's catching a cold if we stay out for long." 
Lisa tells Diana, deliberately cutting me off. It hurts. 


She must be disappointed in me for marrying the man who 
framed her as a criminal. 


Diana nods then looks at me. "It was lovely meeting you, Jennie. 
I'd like it if you come over for brunch this Sunday. The twins will be 
ecstatic to see you." 


"T'll think on it." 


"Cool," she smiles. "The invitation, unfortunately, extends to you 


since you're the husband," she further sneers at Kai. 


"How generous of you," Kai retorts. 


Diana rolls her eyes and leaves with Lisa and their son. 


KKK 
Awkward 


Chapter 57 


LISA 


Jennie and Kai are married... 


That indeed was a bombshell. I'm not disappointed in her for 
marrying the man who cleverly framed me as a criminal, and I also 
understand why she hadn't revealed the identity of her husband 
that day. 


The point is she could've chosen someone better. There wasn't a 
scarcity of good men who could've deserved her and yet she chose 
him. 


I wonder why would she marry him-she'd never once shown or 
mentioned an attraction towards Kai. Did he trap her into marrying 
him? Does he have anything against her? Or was it her family? 
Fuck, if Taeyung had hurt and forced her into marrying Kai, I think 
I'm going to lose my shit. 


I remember she spoke nothing but all good about her husband 
that day, but what if she was lying? What if Kai wasn't treating her 
right behind the doors? I know she isn't a woman who'd bear abuse 
from her husband, still, she's only a human. 


At some point in our lives, we crumple to the ground, no matter 
how strong we've been before. 


Is Jennie hurting? I place a hand over my throbbing heart, 
steadying my violent breaths to prevent a hyperventilation attack. 


Are you hurting, My Muse? I ask the finished painting. My eyes 
had captured the image of her gazing out of the window of the café 
like she's lost somewhere, and my mind stored it, later passing the 
image to my hand for putting it on paper. I guess my mind was 
right after all to warn me not to call her out that day. It has lost its 
control now and submitted to those no longer restrained feelings. 


The ringing of my cell suppresses my unmanageable thoughts. I 
get off the stool and grab my phone from the table of supplies. 


Unknown Number Calling...... 


"I want to meet you." 


"Sounds bossy. Try again." 


"I am a boss. How else do you expect me to sound?" Jennie retorts. 


"Not my boss." Changing the call setting to speaker mode, I take 
off my apron and go to wash my hands in the sink, not bothering to 
ask her how did she get my new number. 


She's Jennie Kim after all. 


"Are you in your studio?" 


"I stay here more than I do at home." I have to almost shout because 


of the running tap. 


"Youre an addict..." 


"I prefer the term 'workaholic' from another workaholic." 


"There aren't many things that interest me as much as work does." 


"What about your husband?" My curiosity gets the best of me. I 
wonder if she loves him... 


She switches back to the main subject of the conversation. "I'd like 
to meet you unless your schedule is packed for the day." 


"Still bossy and I'm busy." 


"Fine, whenever you're free, I'd like to meet you." She hangs up. 


I wipe my hands with a fresh towel and walk back to the table, 
dialing her. "Send me the location and I'll be there," I say, glancing at 
my wristwatch. It's four. Diana expects me home by six. "Two hours 
is all I have. Is that fine?" 


"Won't take that long." She hangs up again. 


Immediately, a message pops up like she knew I'd agree. 


Saving her new number in my contacts, I exit my studio and lock 
it up since my assistant is on sick leave. The drive to the city mall 
takes nearly thirty minutes and I wonder why would she pick up a 
crowded place for the meet up. Is she scared of Kai catching her 
with me or is she embarrassed by me like she once was? The former 
sounds much more reasonable and it only grows my doubt 
regarding him not treating her right. 


In the makeup section of her showroom, she's waiting for me. 
"Why here?" is the first thing that hops out of my mouth. 


"Because I was here to check on my employees. You know 
surprise visits keep them in line," she replies, placing a hand over 
her hip. 


"And there's no other reason...?" 


"I hate driving when it's snowing." 


"What happened to your driver?" 


"Fired him. He made an extremely sexist comment jokingly." 


"That was a little harsh. Anyway, I respect your decision." 


She hums, glancing at the customers going through the racks 
filled with a variety of makeup supplies. "Why are you wearing 
glasses in here?" I ask. 


She adjusts her red shades. "The lights here are blinding me." 


"Hold on." I quickly go to the racks of glasses, randomly picking 


out one, and return in front of her. "We'll talk like this," I grin. 


"How old are you, Lisa?" her glare pierces through her glasses 
until it hits mine. 


"Twenty-seven just like you." 


Sighing, she pinches the bridge of her nose. "That's childish." 


"And you're the most boring woman I've ever met." Bet, she's 
rolling her eyes behind that red shield. "Moving on, why did you 
want to meet me?" I ask her later. 


"Kai and I had an arrange marriage," she begins, her hand on her 
hip dropping by her side. "After the launch of my jewelry collection, 
as soon as it became a success that I started losing shares. So much 
that my company was on the verge of bankruptcy. Till today, I don't 
know exactly what caused that but it happened so quickly, I didn't 
have time to investigate. Dad offered to help me in exchange for...." 
She pauses. 


"I couldn't let the company I built on my strength get crumpled to 
the ground nor let the hundreds of employees lose their jobs." 


Fuck, she underwent the worst phase of her life and I wasn't there 
with her. I know I couldn't have been able to support her financially 
but emotionally, she did need someone by her side. 


"There could've been another way..." 


"I wish," she chokes on her words. "When I'd married Kai, I gave 
him a clean chit and put my all into being a good wife. It's true... 
everything that I spoke of my husband to you. Plus my family has 
started making me feel like I'm part of them. To be honest, I was 
overjoyed in the beginning and tried harder to love Kai, however, I 
gradually realized that they only acknowledged me because of him 
and that I needed a divorce." 


At least he's treating her right. It's sad that despite everything she 


did to get acknowledged by her family, she only got acceptance 
after she married the man chosen by them. 


She sighs and presses her lips against each other tightly. "For a 
year now, I'm trying to ask him for a divorce, and yet each time, I 
fail. Besides, he has made it clear to me that he won't let me go at 
any cost. He wants us to stay husband and wife till we're buried 
together and I'm afraid if I do ask him for a divorce, he'll hurt you 
because you're a threat to him and he loves me to the extent of 
insanity." 


He can't do anything to me anymore, I almost say that aloud. 
Then, I remember I have a son and even if Kai can't hurt me, he's 
very much capable of using Lisian to get what he wants from me. 
Jennie's protecting me and I'm going to protect Lisian by staying out 
of their marriage. Though I wish I could protect them both. 


"Furthermore, my parents are pestering me for babies now that 
Taeyung has given them two grandsons. Speaking of which... his 
wife, Angela, is his sinister soulmate. Bitches deserve each other, 
trust me." 


My chuckle tries to lighten up the talk. "I do trust you on that." 


"I hope their toddlers don't end up like them," she snickers. 


"They got such a kind aunt, how would they ever?" She forces a 
small smile. "That's all. Just wanted to fill you in about my life. It 
seemed unfair when you told me about yours and I hadn't." 


"Do you want a baby?" I ask casually since she has never 
mentioned her thoughts on that. 


She blanches. "I mean Kai does-" 


"I asked do you?" 


"No... no. I've never thought of carrying a child. And definitely 
not with Kai because I have no intention of dragging our one-sided 
marriage... it's stormy lately. A baby wouldn't make me love him 
even though he thinks otherwise." 


Jennie excuses herself to use the restroom while I wait outside 
the showroom, leaning over the cold steel railing and uninterestedly 
observing the public stirring in the large space three floors below. 


I know she's in pain and I can feel it in my veins-I want to help 
her but I have no fucking idea how to without jeopardizing my 
family's safety. She returns shortly and we quietly saunter down the 
hallway until we're stood before an elevator, deciding to leave 
separately from here. 


My thumb smashes a round button. "It's stupid, but I'm gonna ask 
you anyway. Have you... slept with Kai?" I stare at the closed, 
lustrous elevator doors. 


"Yes," she murmurs from beside me. Through my peripheral 
vision, I watch her gazing at the bench outside an electronics store. 


"Have you... with Diana? 


"Yes." But it isn't like what we used to have... whatever we had. 


"When I was timid ten, I'd got lost in a mall but then, a girl came 
out of the blue and she helped me get home safe." She said out of 
the blue. 


XAK 


Chapter 58 


LISA 


Seventeen Years Ago...... 


With hands in my sweater pockets, I amble down the hallway of the 
third floor of the city mall and huff whenever a kid with his/her parents 
passes by me. Mom and Dad were supposed to bring me here today-they 
had promised me! 


It's Christmas month we're supposed to shop and have fun together but 
they're working. 


This is the first time they've broken a promise they made to me, so I 
decided I wouldn't keep mine either. 


I was supposed to be at school instead of roaming in this mall. Truth 
to be told, I've sneaked in here several times, though I've never skipped 
school before. 


My Batman wristwatch shows that it's lunchtime. At the food court, I 
find myself a table for one and read my favorite Japanese manga as I 
finish the lunchbox mom has packed for me. Afterward, I'm taking 
rounds on the same crowded floor, humming the opening song of my 
favorite anime and during my every round, the sad girl never disappears 
from the bench outside a makeup & skincare store. 


Why is nobody noticing her? 


"Here." I offer her my yellow hankie to wipe her tear-stained face. 


She looks up at me, her cheeks and nose red, and her brown eyes are 
glassy. Her hand reaches for her sweater pocket and she pulls out a rose 
hankie. "I have it too." 


Keeping mine back in my sweater pocket, I frown. "Then use it. Your 
face is all tomato." 


She nods and dabs the cotton on her face, sniffling yet again. 


"How old are you? I'm ten," I say, plopping down beside her on the 
wooden bench. 


"Me too." She tucks a thick follicle of her ravenwood behind her ear. 


"Why were you crying?" 


"I was here with my older brother but I got lost. I searched for him 
everywhere, still, I couldn't find him and when I thought to call him, I 
realized I'd dropped my phone somewhere," she replies in a soft-spoken 


voice, her pale thin fingers digging into her jeans-clad thighs. 


"Go to the security down there and ask them to call your parents or 
take you home," I advise her. 


She sniffles. "I'm scared..." 


"Why? " 


"My brother and I sneaked out of our home and if I go to the security, 


they'll call my parents and I'll get scolded badly." 


"It's okay. Everyone sneaks out and gets scolded. Though I've never got 
caught so far." 


"My parents will be disappointed greatly if I get caught." 


"Fine." I pull my schoolbag in my front, retrieve my phone and hand it 
to her after entering the password. "Call your brother." 


She hands the cell back to me. "I haven't memorized his number. I 
only know my parents' contact." 


"Go walk home if you know the way back." 


"I hate walking in the snow and I've never gone home all by myself." 


"You must be either a rich kid or a dumb duck." 


"The former." 


"Well, rich kid, youre crazy to hate snow. Winter is my favorite and 
the best season." 


"I hate it." She frowns and flushes the instant her stomach rumbles. 


"Sorry..." 


I drop my phone in my schoolbag, giving her the strawberry and 
whipped cream sandwich that I'd saved for later. "Finish this and I'll 
walk you home," I tell her. 


"Thanks," she smiles slightly, unwrapping the starwberry sandwich. 


"Do you go to a private school?" 


She nods, chewing her big bite of the sandwich. "How is a public 
school?" she asks after swallowing. 


"Better than your rich school," I lie out of too much pride. 


"Really?" she amuses with stars in her eyes. "I'd love to go to your 
school because I hate mine." She takes another big bite, some cream 
sticking to her cheek. 


"Like I said, you're crazy stupid." I fetch my hankie from my jeans and 
wipe the snowy cream off her cheek. "You're a messy eater," I comment. 


"I'm just hungry," she giggles, covering her mouth with her free hand. 
"Thanks though. You're very kind." 


My cheeks heat and I look away, annoyed. She's crazy... really. 


Once she's done eating, I let her drink water from my bottle, and she 
thanks me coyly. She requests me to hold her hand because she's afraid 
of getting lost again. 


Hmm... what if we get separated because of the crowd? 


Suddenly, an idea lights up in my head. 


Taking off my scarf, I tie its one end around my wrist and the other 
around her wrist. "Now, you wont get lost," I say, holding her hand in 
mine tightly for double precaution. 


She smiles and I smile back. "Lucky of you to have a bangs. I've 
always wanted that too," she amazes. 


I mess with hair and leave ten string of hair in front of her eyes, 
"There you got one," and we laugh together. 


We smoothly sneak out of the mall by seizing advantage of the crowd 
and outside it's snowing again. I ask her to take out my umbrella from 
my schoolbag and we share it as we walk down the sidewalk. 


Her place is quite far from here, so we take the local bus to go over 
there Mom and I take bus trips very often that has made me familiar 
with most of the places around here. Soon, we're standing in front of her 
home. The building is huge and looks better thanmine. 


Rich kid, after all. 


She thanks me again after I undo the scarf tied around our wrists. 
"What's your name?" My finger brushes off the snowflake from her nose. 


"Jennie..." 


"Jennie, this is yours." I gift her the scarf that Grandma had knitted 
for me last Christmas. 


She's pretty... when she smiles. "What's yours?" 
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Chapter 59 


JENNIE 


"When I was timid ten, I'd got lost in a mall but then, a girl came 
out of the blue and she helped me get home safe," I tell her, not 
really knowing why. 


The bittersweet memory is eternally fresh in my mind. Taeyung 
had deliberately left me at the mall and when I'd returned home, I 
got scolded anyway because he'd filled our parents' ears with his 
fake story. That he saw me sneaking out and coming back home 
with a poor girl. 


I was grounded for the month only given a pass on Christmas day 
because I'd defended us both, myself and the kind girl, who had 
helped me without asking for anything in return. She was the first 
person to give me something without taking anything from me. 


"That was me," Lisa murmurs as the elevator doors slide out. "I 
hope you still have that scarf." She smiles, equally overwhelmed 
with the past connection between us, from inside the elevator, and 
then the doors close. 


Lisa was the kind girl who had been right in front of me and I 
never recognized her. What a beautiful coincidence, isn't it? She'd 
found me when I was lost even as a kid. She'd found me and then 
lost me. Twice. I wish I'd befriended her back then, asked for her 
phone number or where she stayed. 


Because we didn't get enough time together after we met as 
adults... 


Of course, I still have the scarf that she'd gifted me, though I 
haven't used it. 


That yellow scarf is my treasure kept neat and safe in the locked 
drawer of my closet. This morning, I'd unlocked that drawer and 
brushed the soft fabric with my fingers, sighing that it wasn't 
damaged despite all these years. 


KKKKKKKKKKK 


"Ms. Kim" My assistant knocks on my office door. 


"Yes?" I sit straighter in my chair and put away the bundle of 
paperwork that I've just signed. 


The door opens slightly and my assistant's head pops in. "There's 
a package for you." 


"A package?" my head tips to the side.. 


He nods. "The sender is anonymous and the note pasted here 
reads For My Muse. Shall I get it in for you?" 


It doesn't take me long to figure out who the sender is. "Please. 
Put it down on the table," I tell him. 


My assistant nods before pushing the door completely open with 
his foot. He steps inside with the large package and carefully sets it 
down on the coffee table. 


"You may leave now. Thank you." 


After he exits my office, I jump up from my armchair and round 
my desk to go unbox the package, giddy with excitement. The box 
is filled with countless, small Styrofoam balls. My hand gently dips 
in the sea of those balls and once I feel the edge of the frame, I lift 
the painting and place it against the backboard of the couch. 


Tearing off the yellow gift wrapper, I uncover the frame and 
behind that glass is a splendidly painted picture of mine. From the 
day I'd met him at the café and was looking out of the window 
because I was lost at words just as much I was lost in my life. 


There's also a yellow letter attached at the foot of the frame. I 


pick up the letter and unfold it, brushing my palm across her pretty 
handwriting. 


Dear Jennie My Muse, 


I still suck at writing letters but I had to send you one, even if it 
was awfully short because it felt weirdly incomplete to just courier 
the painting to you. Speaking of which... I didn't plan to paint it. 
My hand just moved on its own. Not that I regret it anyway. 


A painter is powerless against her muse after all. 


Well, I hope you like the painting, though it's up to you if you 
intend to keep it or trash it. I'd recommend you to trash it for the 
obvious reasons that I need not mention here and since I couldn't 
do that myself, I sent it to you because you're stronger than me. 
But if you want to keep it, please do. Your choice. 


I'm just saying all this... you're getting me, right? Don't know 
how to put it into the right words without hurting you. Told ya, I 
suck at this shit. Forgive me. 


Anyway, wanna hear a fun fact? The girl whom I'd helped back 
then, I kinda had a crush on her and please don't tell that to 
anyone because that's been a secret for decades except for my 
Grandma who has sadly passed away years ago. I gave her my 
scarf for three reasons actually. 1) Thought it would look prettier 
on her. 2) A silent proposal for friendship Bet my ass, she didn't 
get that meaning. Not her fault because I was dumb shy. 3) Gave 
her that with the hope of meeting her again in the future. 


And you know what my Grandma said about the yellow threads 
she used to knit that scarf... kinda stupid. I'd be only wasting your 
time with that, so ending it here. 


Yours forever and ever, 
Lisa 


I hold the letter close to my chest, feeling like my feet are barely 
touching the ground and I'm floating somewhere in the air. 


Another letter from her. Another treasure of mine. Yet again, I've 
come to realize how much I'm in love with her. How much such 
little things from her mean to me. 


Oh, Lisa... 


I do understand what you meant there and I wish I could tell you 
about my sort of crush on the kind girl. Moreover, I wish to hear 
what your Grandma told you about those yellow threads of the 
scarf -in fact, all the stories she told you as a kid. I wish I... actually, 
it's stupid. 


Too stupid. 


Too hopeful. 


Too selfish to wish for. 
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Chapter 60 


JENNIE 


The apartment is situated on the twelfth floor of a nice building. 
Diana warmly welcomes us, further leading us down a short 
corridor to a spacious, cozy living room. 


The first thing that catches my eye is the photo frame on a wall. 


My stomach tightens as that blissful memory flashes in the front 
of my mind. 


The kids sit between Lisa and me with the Christmas tree in the 
background, and the four of us are smiling at the camera. 


A sob bubbles up in my throat and gets burst silently in between 
my teeth. My family... is no longer mine. 


Two arms fling around my neck, pulling me into a hug. "I missed 
you, Jennie," Lily sobs against my shoulder, her fingers clutching 
the back of my dress. 


Tears prick in my eyes, the old ache in my chest mollifying by her 
fuzzy embrace. "You too, baby girl." My arms wrap around her 
waist. 


She sniffles and pulls back. "You should've stayed in touch... at 
least with me." The back of her hand wipes away her rolling tears. 


"Forgive me." My thumb strokes her cheek whereas the fingers of 
my other hand weave through her brown hair. "You've grown so 
much..." My gaze studies her from top to bottom, a smile stretching 
my lips wide. "Beautiful and tall." 


Her nose crinkles with another sniffle. "I love you." Her smile 
reaches her glassy eyes. 


"I love you too." My hand pats her head twice and my lips press 
against her forehead. 


"Pity, you no longer have the pumpkin-head." Leo descends the 
spiral stairs, padding over to me. 


For the first time, a mock fills my chest with silky warmth. 
Nostalgia sprouts goosebumps along my body. 


"Pity, you haven't grown at all." 


His hand touches his hairline, motioning forward until it reaches 
the air above my head. "Say that again," he grins toothily. 


His anticipated misunderstanding has me rolling my eyes. "That 
meant you're still a child." 


His brows scrunch, his lips bending down. 


"Plus, the complaints from Lisa make a solid evidence." 


Leo scoffs. "Lisa is a fucking idiot," he murmurs under his breath. 


"Your sister," I correct him, irritation itching in my veins. "Who 
looks after you like a parent, makes sure your every need is sated. I 
get you're in your "screw 'em all" phase, however, show some 
gratefulness for all that he provides you with. Despite an airhead, 
she isn't as worse as the sister others have." 


A thumb and forefinger pinch the bridge of his nose. "Are you 
seriously here to school me?" he sulks. 


"You needed it." I smack his hard chest and a dramatic groan 
frees out of his mouth. "Do not think I'll let you disrespect Lisa." 


My arms lift in a gesture for a hug. "Now, be a good boy and give 
me a hug." 


He cringes. "No." 


"Oh, c'mon." My arms pull him into a hug anyway. My smile rests 
against his shoulder and my hand reaches out to pat the back of his 
head. "I love and missed you, my space nerd." 


His arms squeeze my body. "You too, pumpkin-head," he whispers 
like he doesn't want anybody else to hear it which is absolutely fine 
with me. 


He shyly separates himself, his gaze landing on the scarf around 
my neck, and settles there for long moments. "Why do you have her 
scarf?" Leaning close, he whispers in my ear. 


"Long story. Ask Lisa for it." Replying to my murmur with an 
almost inaudible hum, he straightens himself. 


He shoots a glare at Kai like he was waiting for this moment. 
"You, asshole. Make Jennie cry and you'll never walk again." 


Kai chuckles, his hand settling on the small of my back. "Good 
threat, kid." 


Leo smirks challengingly. "Don't mistake me for Lisa." 


"Noted." Another chuckle runs out Kai's throat. "Anyway, kid, I 
treat my wife very well. Don't I, darling?" He smiles at me and 
squeezes my waist, indirectly ordering me to respond. 


"Yes," I nod, forcing a smile, and look across at Leo. 


"Kai loves me he's a good husband." Regardless of his 
possessiveness and obsession... 


The only reason our marriage is stormy-I'm in love with another 
person when my heart, mind, and soul should be devoted to my 
husband just like my body is. 


"Of course," Leo sneers. 


"Darling, I think you should fix a date with Lily," Kai says, 


stroking my back. 


"Will do so." 


His lips press against mine. "Good." 


"Jennie, Jennie!" Lily exclaims. "Do you want to check out the lip 
gloss I made for the school entrepreneur day?" she hops and hides 
her face behind her palms after I nod. "God, I'm so nervous." 


"Later, Lily," Diana said. Lily pouts. "Go get Lisa," Diana further 
assigns Leo on a task. 


"She's not my wife," Leo huffs and walks out of the living room. 


Diana snorts. "Lily, please lead our guests to the outdoor dining." 
She further smiles at Kai and me. "Please make yourself at home. 
My wife and I will shortly join you." 


"We'd love to meet Lisian too," Kai replies. 


"Of course. Can't leave him at his own," Diana laughs and 
disappears somewhere. 


Lily shyly leads us to the spacious balcony where an elongated 
table for six stands in the center. Kai pulls out a chair for me and 
pushes it back after I sit. He settles beside me with a sigh, his lips 
planting a peck on my temple out of habit. 


Lily excuses herself to bring the food from the kitchen and returns 
with Leo, both of them carrying a tray of casseroles. They set down 
the trays on the table and occupy the head chairs, filling me in 
about school and crushes. Neither of them had their first kiss yet. 
Lily wants to wait for the right person whereas Leo, as usual, is only 
interested in learning more and more about space. 


Later, the awaited Lisa, Lisian and Diana joins us at the table. 


KKK KKK KKK 


Lisian has a good memory to remember us from the supermarket 
and he's very adorable when he talks in his baby language. He sits 
relaxed in his high chair placed right next to his mother's, making a 
"mum...mum" sound as he eats his fruit puree and plays with his 
orange soft toy. My heart melts for that little bundle of cuteness and 
God bless and protect him at all costs. 


"You're gonna make a great mother." 


A shiver makes me shift in my chair at Kai's whispering. 


"What were you doing at the baby section that day?" Diana asks 
me from across the table. 


"Err... out of curiosity." My glance is hurled at Lisa. Her head is 
bowed down and she's picking at the food on her plate. 


"We're planning to have a baby next year." Kai's answer 
contradicts mine. 


My head snaps toward him, so fast, my neck could've cracked. His 
hand resting over my thigh, squeezes it, silently commanding me to 
go along with his answer. 


"Oh... that's lovely," Diana smiles, seeming a bit astounded. "Being 
a mother is one of the most beautiful feelings in the world." 


"Without a doubt," I say and force a smile. 


The thought of carrying Kai's child... not so sure how to feel 
about that. 


"Please call me whenever you need pregnancy or new mom tips," 
she offers sweetly, then glances at her son. "Right, baby?" 


"Mum...mum." Lisian opens his small mouth for food. She giggles, 
feeding him another spoon of the puree. 


"He's two, right?" I inquire. She nods and wipes his leaking mouth 
with his bib. "Is it okay for a child of his age to still eat the puree?" 


Tension thickens the air, the sound of silence roaring louder. 


Diana slowly sets the spoon back in the bowl, her hand trembling. 
Lisa gives a squeeze on her shoulder without raising her head. 


Leo and Lily seem equally disturbed, the food in their plate 
momentarily abandoned. 


Kai has felt the change in the atmosphere too. "Did my wife touch 
a sensitive subject perhaps?" 


Diana sucks in a deep breath, lifting her slumped shoulders. 
"Lisian was diagnosed with coronary heart disease and a few 
months ago, he underwent surgery." 


"I'm so sorry..." My chest tightens and swells at the thought of the 
pain that little life endured. 


"Is he fine now?" Kai's concern seems genuine as he glances at 
Lisian. 


"He is," Lisa speaks for the first time since we're here. 


She could've told me about Lisian but she didn't because this is 
her, Lisa. The woman whose sunshine smile always hides her pain. 
She'd rather suffer alone than bother anyone with her misery. 


The guilt of not being there for her when she needed me the most 
wrenches my heart until it bleeds into countless pieces. 


"Lisian's growth is slow compared to the other children of his age 
plus with his immunity being weak, the doctor advised me to 
continue to breastfeeding him along with light food," Diana 
explains. 


Indeed, Lisisn does look fragile and tiny compared to the other 
children of his age. 


The remainder of the brunch goes without any further 
conversation. 


Lisa helps Diana clear the plates and casseroles from the table 
while the rest of us head back to the living room. Lily flops down 
on a beanbag with Lisian in her lap and when I ask her if I can hold 
him, she hands him over to me. 


Lisian is a friendly child, kissing me everywhere on the face and 
laughs when I poke his small nose. 


Kai is good at playing with Lisian as much he is with Taeyung's 
twins. Lisian seems to adore Kai, enjoying the way he's been tickled 
whereas Leo shoots missiles at Kai, sitting in the armchair like a 
watchdog. 


Lisian tries to jump out of my arms seeing his mother who laughs 
as she collects him in her embrace. "Did he trouble you?" she asks, 
settling him on her hip. 


"Oh, not at all," I say, waving off a hand. "He's the friendliest 
child after Leo." 


Lily cackles, clapping and throwing her head back. 


Leo huffs, rolling his eyes. 


"Let's hope he doesn't turn into a hellion during his teenage," 
Diana laughs and kisses Lisian's cheek. 


Leo snorts, storming upstairs to his room and the thud of the door 
jumps Lisian out of his skin. 


Lily titters, following him while Diana reassures her son whose 
reason for tears and fear is his brat uncle.. 


"Anyway, you should visit my restaurant sometime. I'll treat you 
with the best dishes," Diana invites. 


"Speaking of which... the meal was moreish," Kai says and smiles. 


Diana proceeds to ask him the dish he enjoyed the most and after 
he answers her, she moves on to the next question. Glad that she's 
being nice to him by putting aside the past. He's a changed man 
now and am sure she can see that too. 


Lisa eyes lock with mine amidst the talk of which we aren't part. 
She stands across from me with hands in her hoodie, her stare 
penetrating deep into my skin, making my nerves sizzle and the 
blood in my cheeks becomes hot, leaving its stain. 


She takes in the soft scarf around my neck, the corner of her 
mouth twitching as we reminisce our melancholically sweet history 
together. 


Our secret, our hideout from the reality we're condemned to live 
in until death sets our souls free. Perhaps then, we might be 
recompensed with a second chance. 


"Can we have a moment in private?" Lisa blinks, turning his head 
in direction of Kai's voice. 


Lisa watches him apathetically for long moments before she 
finally hums in agreement. 


"TIl be back soon, darling." Kai brushes his lips against mine. 


"Okay." My cold fingers twist in my lap, unable to fathom what 
does he want to talk to Lisa. 


Will Kai threaten her?. 
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Chapter 61 


LISA 


Second glass of rum and yet that bastard hasn't spoken whatever 
the fuck he wanted to. 


"Going to talk or did you wish to see the clouds with me?" Out of 
patience, my head turns to him. 


Kai chuckles, crossing his leg over the knee of the other. 
"Remember the times we used to sit under a tree and observe nature 
for inspiration?" He sighs, switching his sight from the clouds to me. 
"The nostalgia is real." 


Perhaps, though it's useless against me since my mind only 
remembers the betrayal. "So you just wanted to feel nostalgic?" 


"That too," he nods, swirling the liquor in his glass. 


"What else?" 


He finishes his drink and sets down the glass on the balcony 
table. His hands are clasped in his lap, sincerity painting his eyes. 
"Forgive me." 


Ha, what a damn fool to consider me a fool who falls for the same 
shit twice. 


"Drop the act, Kai." 


"Took me a while to taste the guilt of my actions. You were my 
best friend I shouldn't have betrayed our concrete friendship. But 
the truth is I was jealous wanted to fit into my family and climb to 
the top of the ladder even if it meant stepping down on you." His 
voice bleeds of incredulous remorse, the practiced sincerity in his 
orbs never once blinking away. 


"An apology coming out of a cunning man wouldn't be 
convincing, however, I do mean it." 


I huff out a breath of disbelief and finish my drink before my grip 
shatters the glass into countless pieces. 


"Drop. The. Act." My teeth grind so hard, one of my molars would 
break out the strong clasp of my gums. 


He turns his chair sideways, spreading out his arms. "No point to 
put on a show anymore. Got everything I ever wanted." 


"There we have a winner." Cocking my head slightly, I raise my 
empty glass and smile tight. 


"You don't have to believe me." 


"I don't," I seethe, almost slamming down the glass on the table as 
ire gnaws at my spine. "Either this is some act or you're doing it for 
Jennie's sake." 


His smile isn't as much a surprise as his response is. "Being 
married to her is a good thing. Makes me a better man. And no, I'm 
not doing it for her sake." 


All the bitterness leaves alongside my sigh. "Hard to trust you..." 


"Can't bribe you there." 


"Hmm." 


"You love Jennie, don't you?" 


"Doesn't matter when she has a husband and I have a wife." 


We weren't meant for each other and I've accepted that fact long 
ago. Perhaps, ever since we met at the nightclub. 


"Right." 


"Do you love her or are you putting on a show to spite me?" 


"I do love her very much and I intend to keep her forever," he 
admits. 


"Against her will?" a brow arched. 


His jaw tics and tightens, his grays growing a shade darker with 
the unhealthy blend of obsession and possession. "It's better she 
stays married to me and bears my children than spending the rest of 


her life alone." 


"That maybe be right but do you think you have the right to make 
the decision for her?" 


"Jennie is happy with me," he states like that's enough 
justification for his debatable intentions. "As she should." 


"She loves you though." 


My heart skips a beat. "She likes me," I correct him. 


"She likes me and loves you." 


This time, my foolish heart does a somersault, excited like a child 
on Christmas Day. "Just because she doesn't love you doesn't mean 
it's directed towards me. I'm not buying shit, especially from you," 


my mouth talks against my emotions, my mind wary of consuming 
the information being offered to me on a dessert platter. 


"You should buy it from me because I'm the husband who hates 
that his wife is in love with another person," Kai scowls, soaring 
from the chair as the air around us kindles with rivalry, the coldest 
day of winter suddenly feeling like the hottest day of summer. 


"I want to rebuild our friendship from the scratch, Lisa, however, 
if you're going to take Jennie from me, I'd have to cut you down. 
Again. Don't force me to be the bad guy in your life. It isn't 
something I thoroughly enjoy." 


Rage dips into my bloodstream like thick lava, bringing me head 
on with him. "Stealing is your habit, Kai. I never take anything that 
isn't mine." 


My white knuckled fists itch to pick a fight as a gyrating ball of 
darkness rouses in my stomach. 


"I'm more than willingly to reconcile our friendship, however, if 


you mean harm to my family, especially my son, I'm actually going 
to turn into a murderer and make it look like an accident. For fuck's 
sake, I'm done playing the good guy." 
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Chapter 62 


JENNIE 


Lisians's room is a blast of colors except for the white walls with 
night glowing stars pasted on the ceiling, a painting board set in 
front of a cushioned stool, and a box full of toys. Diana carefully 
tucks him in his tiny bed, planting a tender kiss on his forehead, 
and mutters "Mommy loves you." She caresses his hair, smiling at 
how he's snuggling his orange soft toy. 


Something warm and fuzzy seeds in my heart, growing a fruitful 
tree and for the first time, I'm longing to be a mother, to know how 
does it feel to carry a life inside of me. 


Diana joins me on the cushioned bench across from Lisian's bed. 


"How does it feel to be a mother?" I ask quietly, not wanting to 


disturb the toddler's sleep. 


She crosses her legs, leaning back against the wall. "Like I said it's 
one of the beautiful feelings in the world. Truth to be told, I never 
planned on having a kid because my career was all that mattered to 
me but testing positive for pregnancy, it only took me a heartbeat 
to come to the decision of bringing him in this world." 


She sighs, glancing over at her asleep son. "I don't how to put it 
into words, so you'll have to experience that yourself. Especially 
when the baby starts moving and kicking... oh my god." Her palm 
spreads over her belly, her mouth making an O. "I can still feel how 
it felt for the first time." 


My hand moves on its own, settling over my belly I wonder how 
does the kick feel like. "Does it hurt?" 


"Sometimes when the baby's active. Though overall it's blissful." 


"A baby changes a woman's body and life I'm afraid I might regret 


it later." 


"Had that fear too," she tells, her hand reaching out to squeeze 
mine. "Indeed, becoming a mother has changed my body and life 
but whenever I see my baby smile like the stars in the sky, I realize 
how it was worth every drop of sweat and tear." 


Her lips curve as she draws her hand back in her lap. "Kai and 
you'll make good parents I'm grounding my statement after 
watching you two play with Lisian." 


"Maybe." 


Silence spreads in the room like a pandemic, lasting a little too 
long. 


"A heart disease took my mother's life when I was ten," Diana 
begins, retaining her gaze pointed toward the wall across from us. 
"Lisa stuck to me like glue, filling the void in my heart and since 
then, my love for her bloomed into a flower." 


A low chuckle rolls out in the room. "An airhead but how easy 
she is to fall in love with. She's so very giving as a person which is 
infuriating because people take advantage of her and sometimes... 
it's hard to believe that she's my wife of three years. Lisian's my 
lucky charm because if weren't for him, Lisa would've been too big 
of a dream to come true." 


Indeed an airhead, so effortless to love whose kindness becomes 
her poison sometimes. "Lisa speaks highly of you," I tell and her 
head turns to me. 


"She's an amazing wife and mother. The best thing to have 
happened to me before Lisian." 


The best thing ever happened to me too... 


"Being the selfish woman that I am, I want to have more babies 
with her and I'm confident she'll give me them but..." Her grin 
declines into a grim. 


"But what?" 


"She'll never look at me the way she looks at you. Never love me 
the way she loves you." 


My heart flaps its wings, trying to set free of its cage but fails 
against my constricting chest. 


"Even if we part ways someday, my love for her will stay 
unconditional. She owns a big piece of me and honestly, I never 
want it back. It's her gift regardless of our what may happen to 
marriage in the future." 


Diana's love for Lisa is perhaps far greater than mine. My stomach 
churns. God, I feel like a home wrecker. The other woman in her 
wife's life. The threat to her marriage. 


"I'm sorry... I really hope Lisa is able to reciprocate your feelings 
soon." 


She forces a small, wishful smile. "Hoping the same." 


Another long silence settles between us until my lungs take the 
suffocation caused by it. 


"I love her too, Diana I was going to confess on New Year Eve's 
and after-" 


Her gasp cuts me off. "Jennie, I... I didn't plan to..." 


"I know," I gulp the lump in my throat. "After knowing you're 
pregnant with her child, I'd decided not to step in between you. I 
genuinely want the best for you guys." 


Her hand comes to rest on my shoulder, squeezing it in 
understanding. "I know you were the one to talk her into marrying 
me I believe you, so no need to prove anything. You're a good 
person, Jennie, and when I start feeling envious about you being 
the recipient of Lisa's love, I remind myself that over and over." 


My fingers twist in my lap. "I've been wanting to divorce Kai and 
now that I can fathom how he feels deep inside, the decision sounds 
horrible. But there's also no point in dragging our one-sided, 
childless marriage it's unfair to both of us." 


She nods. "Would've felt the same without Lisian. He's the rope 
tying the ship to the deck." "Maybe we need a rope too before the 
ship sails far off the dock." 


My emotions are haywire right now and my mind has been 
slowly losing its rationality in these three years. 


"Kai's going to hurt either way, Jennie unless you reciprocate his 
love. So, do what's best for you," Diana says, giving another squeeze 
on my shoulder. "However, I'm afraid Kai might not set you free." 


I'll hurt whoever tries to take you away from me, his deadly serious 
voice echoes in my ears, making my insides quake with fright. 


"He wants us to be buried together..." 


KAK 


Chapter 63 


LISA 


Jennie steps into the balcony, heading straight for the railing 
without taking notice of my presence. She grips the cold metal bar, 
her head directing towards the snow dusted street twelve floors 
below as she sucks in short, deep breaths like her lungs have lost 
their efficiency. 


The scarf falls loose, pooling around her feet, and yet she's 
unaware of its absence too. 


My body is instinctively drawn towards her and I bend down to 
pick the scarf, my fingers drinking in the nostalgia from its soft, 
warm wool. 


She treasured my gift for decades... 


A sob runs out of her slightly parted, trembling lips as a pair of 
tears roll down her cheeks, reddened by the harsh weather. 


"Jennie...." 


She startles, hastily wiping away her tears with the back of her 
hands. "I'm fine," she says unclear who she's trying to convince. Me 
or herself. 


"You dropped your scarf." I wrap the knitted wool around her 
neck, keeping its long ends in her front. 


"Where's Kai?" her arms tightly hug herself. 


My lonely hands grip the steel railing. "Went down to attend a 
call. There's some network issue today," I inform her. 


She hums. 


Nothing else comes from her for long moments until the silence 
becomes intolerable needles piercing every inch of my skin. 


She hiccups, followed by another sob. Her eyes squeeze shut, 
failing to restrain the tears that bruise her cheeks. 


My chest swells as she shatters into a zillion pieces her pain 
teleports in my body and spreads in my lungs like poison, making it 
hard for me to breathe. 


"Jen---" 


"I love you, Lisa." She faces me with bloodshot eyes and a red 
nose. 


Times pauses. 


So does my heart. 


As well as my mind. 


"I love you." 


Time restarts. 


So does my heart. 


As well as my mind. 


I gasp, stumbling a couple of steps backward, then hold onto the 
railing to manage my shaken equilibrium. 


Jennie loves me. 


Kai wasn't lying. 


"I can't keep it from you anymore. The feeling was weighing me 
down, choking me whenever I was near you maybe this is the worst 
time to confess and maybe the best time never existed or ever will," 
Jennie quivers, shivering bodily as she harshly wipes off another set 
of bruising tears. 


"I'm emotionally drained out, Lisa, and yet loving you is the only 
thing keeping me going. I hate that we're apart and I don't know 
who to blame for the suffering I endure every single day. I can't 
blame Diana, not you, not our fate, and neither our lives I end up 
hating and blaming myself so much... I wish I never met you." 


She sniffles, clutching her dress above her heart. "If I never met 
you, this pain... wouldn't exist. I was better off alone before you 
gave me memories..." 


"Jennie, I..." Those damn words refuse to come out when they 
fucking should. 


"I know." She sniffles again. Strands of hair stick to her crimson 
face that turns a shade deep. 


Another bombshell. 


She knows. 


"How long?" 


"What?" her brows draw in. 


"How long have you known that?" I repeat sternly, stepping 
forward until my stature is towering hers. 


She gulps, looking up at me through her glassy vision. "For three 
years now." 


My muscles knot almost painfully. "Were you aware of that when 


you told me to marry Diana?" 


Silence. 


Deafening silence. 


Tasting bitter like betrayal. 


I huff out a laugh, shaking my head in disbelief. Once a fool, 
always a fucking fool. 


"Lisa..." Her hand reaches out to cup my jaw. 


Bile rises in my throat. My deceived feet recreate the distance 
between us. "You knew I fucking loved you and yet you-" My hands 
clutch my head, craving to pluck out my hair from the roots. 


"How could you?" a growl snaps back my hands by my side. "I 
trusted you, goddammit! I only married Diana because you fucking 
didn't want me! You made it damn clear you wanted to let me go 
why, because our worlds were different and there wasn't any other 
way out of the situation!" 


She sobs, breaking out from the shock of my outburst. "You did 
the right thing by marrying Diana." 


"Then why the fuck are you crying?" I snarl and throw my hands 
in the air. "Why did I torment myself for years being completely 
unaware of your love for me?" 


"Lisa, listen to me. Please..." The more closer she gets, the farther 
I step from her. 


"I did listen to you." 


"I'm sorry... I never meant to hurt you." 


"You deluded me. Let me believe whatever we had was one 
sided." 


"I'm sorry," she repeats, choking on a sob. 


My rage subsides, making my shoulders slump forward with a 
heavy sigh. "Should've at least told me that you did love me after 
all." 


I look away to brush off my hot unneeded tears, my chest rising 
and falling with every burn until my insides are charred as black as 
charcoal. 


"Your wife and son needed you more than me. I thought you 
won't do the right thing if I'd confessed." 


She isn't wrong. Diana and Lisian did need me a lot, especially 
when my son was diagnosed with CHD. 


With another heavy sigh, I grip the railing and lean forward, 
raining my tears on the street below. "I love Lisian, Jennie. He's the 
best thing to have happened to me after you... I want him and I 
want you too. But we can't have everything, can we?" My chest 
squeezes out the selfishness from my heart. 


"Bambam was damn right when he called me an asshole. Having 
feelings for you is making me an unfaithful wife - Diana doesn't 
deserve this... I will never forgive myself for hurting her she's my 
first best friend, you know... sometimes I... I wish I loved her back." 


"Lisa-" 


The ringtone of her cell cuts her off. 


"Kai, where are you?" she tries to sound normal. He's going to find 
out she cried anyhow. 


"Alright, I'll just say my goodbye to them and be there in ten." 


"Kai's waiting for me in the parking," she tells me. 


"You may leave then. I'll let Diana know about it. Spare us the 
goodbye." My teeth sink into my underside lip until the taste of 
copper spreads on my tongue. 


That was rude.... 


"Look at me." 


"I hope your marriage gets on track and bearing your husband's 
children makes you fall in love with him. Forgetting me would be 
easy if you just push yourself a little harder. After all, I'm just 
another person in your life. A lowlife criminal whose status would 
never match with your family's." 


"Please look at me..." Her steps approach me and falter right after 
what comes out of my mouth. 


"I never want to see you again." 


KA 


Galit na naman kayo sakin niyan! 


Chapter 64 


JENNIE 


Kai puts me down on my feet, both of us panting as we stand 
under the twin showerhead. His thumb rubs my swollen bottom lip 
and he kisses me one last time before he steps out of the shower 
enclosure. 


Warm water droplets rain over me, blurring my vision as I watch 
him grab his dark grey bathrobe from the rack and quickly damp 
his dripping wet hair using a matching towel. 


My stomach lurches and my mind rethinks my big decision, 
gingerly weighing its pros and cons. 


Now or never, my inner voice reminds me sternly. 


I should do what's best for me. After all, this won't be the first 
time, I'm acting out of selfishness. 


Inhaling deeply, I turn off the shower and exit the transparent 
enclosure. My hand reaches out for my white robe and after 
wrapping it around myself, I tie up my hair using a fresh towel. 


Now or never... 


"Kai..." 


He washes his just shaved face and turns around, dabbing a face 
towel along his jaw. "Yes, darling?" 


"I want a divorce." 


The towel drops to the bathroom floor, his rugged jaw tics, and 
clenches. "Say that again," his voice is challenging, slicing through 
the air like knives. 


My stomach rises and falls like a rollercoaster, thinking of all the 
worse things he's capable of doing to me or Lisa, even. 


"I want a divorce," I repeat, standing firm on my ground and 
crossing my arms sprouted with goosebumps over my chest. 


"Is it because of Lisa?" he cocks his head slightly, his tone 
threatening. 


"No. It's been a year since I-” 


"Lisa won't leave her family for you. She loves you but even a 
dumb would know she isn't selfish." 


"I know," my nose flares. 


Rage pricks at my bones, urging me to take a stand for myself. To 
fight for what I want that is freedom from my fruitless marriage. "I 
decided to divorce you before Lisa and I crossed paths again. I want 
this-" 


He cuts me off. "He lived in your mind anyway. Still does. I can 
see that in your eyes whenever I make love to you. So spare me the 
excuses for your infidelity." 


Guilt pulls out the plug, draining all my rage until there's nothing 
but self-loathing left inside of me. 


Lisa was right-having feelings for someone else when you have a 
spouse feels like cheating. 


Disgusting. Dirty. Like a criminal on loose. 


I'm urged to shower again, scrubbing every inch of my body till I 
feel thoroughly cleansed. 


I close my eyes and sigh, further reopening them. "I want a 
divorce for myself. Hate me all you want, however, I've given my 
all to make our marriage work, to fall in love with you... I'm tired, 
Kai. This one-sided relationship isn't fair to you either-you know 
what were the circumstances under which we got married-divorce 
me for yourself. You've been a wonderful husband and no doubt, 
you'll find an equally wonderful wife." 


His expression doesn't change, in fact, his orbs grow darker with 
obsession. He destroys the distance between us, my heart throbbing 
with chilling fear. 


"I want you, Jennie. You. Are my wife." 


"Kai---" 


His large hands cradle my face, his thumb brushing my cheeks as 
he stares deeply into my cautious eyes. "You. Are. My. Wife. Till. 
Death. Does. Us. Part," he enunciates, his grip squeezing my cheeks 
almost painfully. 


I swallow. Hard. Kai intimidates me and I hate that. Despite being 
a powerful woman in the eyes of the world, I feel powerless in front 
of this capricious man. 


My mouth goes dry. "Are you going to hurt me?" 


His eyes widen in horror, his grip loosening instantly. "No, of 
course not!" His expression softens and he caresses my face for long 
moments. 


At least until the corner of his mouth tilts into a 'try me' smirk. 


"Though sparing the other person in your life isn't something I'm 
quite sure of. 


My boiling blood runs cold at the thought of Kai framing Lisa for 
another uncommitted crime. 


"You made me a good man, darling, so why would you provoke 
me to turn bad again? I rather not have your love than look for 
another bride. You are the only woman I want for life, please do not 
make repeat this hereafter." 


Chills skate down my spine. 


He smiles charmingly, appearing dreamy like the model in 
fashion magazines. "I'm going to have a long day at work, see you 
in the evening. Your husband plans to take you out for dinner." 


"Okay," I force a smile, accepting a peck from him. 


KkKKK KK KK 


LISA 


Diana and I walk hand-in-hand down the chaotic sidewalk with 
Lisian in my arm. 


This is our son's first Christmas Eve outside the tall and thick 
walls of our apartment. There are stars in his eyes as he glances 
around the lights and makes a super adorable "Oooh" sound before 
his lips stretch wide, his priceless smile reaching his eyes. 


Diana and I chuckle another, long "Oooh" sound that he makes 
after coming across a large gold Christmas tree, spotted outside a 
local restaurant, on our way. The one back at home is relatively 
small for his safety purposes, so it's like touring one of the seven 
wonders for him. 


"Bag!" Lisian points at an orange schoolbag put on display. "Bag!" 


We stop outside the small store. 


"Mommy, Dada! Bag! Onange! Bag!" Lisian squeals. Orange 
shaped schoolbag, of course it's love at first sight for him. 


"Aw, baby, do you like that?" Diana grins. 


Lisian nods. 


She cups her cheeks, suddenly becoming emotional. "My baby 
will be starting school next year." 


"Skool!" Lisian excites, pointing back at the bag. "Onange bag!" 


"You really like that, huh?" Diana smiles, placing her hands over 
her hips, then looks at me. "What do you say, Dada? Shall we get 
that for our boy?" 


"Dada will get anything for Lisian," I smile, poking my son that 
makes him laugh as usual. 


"Wow," Diana exclaims, rounding her pink-stained lips. "Baby, 
Dada's going to get that bag. C'mon, give her a sweet kiss." 


Lisian presses his mouth against my cheek. "Dada... love yuh." 


My ears are in bliss each time they hear that in his cute voice. "I 
love you, my boy." My lips press against his soft, apple cheek. 


My free hand reaches out to adjust his cashmere muffler. "Take 
him to our car. I'll join you guys in a bit," I told Diana. 


She nods and collects Lisian in my arms. 


"Dada!" He starts crying, trying to jump off her arms. 


Diana wipes his tears with her thumb. "Dada's not leaving us, 
Lisian" 


He cries nevertheless, afraid that I might abandon his mother and 
him. 


"Mommy's taking you to our car. It's not good for your health to 
stay out in cold for too long," I explain, brushing his tears with my 
thumbs. "Dada's coming right back to you with your schoolbag. 
Okay?" 


He sniffles, nodding like the good boy that he is. 


"Now, please stop crying. Dada and Mommy hurt when you cry." 


"He won't. Our Lisian is a good son," Diana smiles, tugging down 
his orange beanie to cover his ears from the harsh weather. 


My hand drops the shiny car keys on her palm before reaching for 
her face, tucking a hair behind her ear. "Go safe." I kiss her briefly. 


She blushes profusely. "We'll be waiting." 


After watching them fade farther down the crowded sidewalk, I 
enter the local store and buy that bag for Lisian. My mind instantly 
imagines me driving him to school on his first day and I can't stop 
grinning, excitement bubbling in my chest. 


I've decided to give my all of all to my family, especially my wife. 
She deserves my faithful love and I am going to give her that, 
whatever it takes. Falling for her shouldn't be hard if I just start 
seeing her more than a best friend. 


"Lisian, look! Your orange bag is here!" Diana turns back from the 
passenger as I unlock the backseat door. 


"Onange bag!" Lisian holds out her hands, elation glowing on his 
pretty face. 


"Right here." I set the furry round bag beside his car seat, securing 
it with the seatbelt. "And safe." I pat the bag twice, smiling at him. 


"Aw, you got a friend!" Diana beams, gesturing toward his bag. 


His face lights like a Christmas tree. 


"Your schoolbag," she claps thrice and he mirrors his mother. 


Closing the door, I climb into the front of the car and drive 
through the noisy overcrowded streets, heading straight home since 
my siblings must be getting bored without us. Diana points out the 
lights to Lisian who makes his "Oooh" sounds over and over which 
is oddly funny and therapeutic at the same instant. 


This may not be how my younger self had envisioned my future, 
perhaps not the best path laid out for me, however, I've finally 
made peace with my reality and begun to be happier right here. 


With them. 


My wife and my son. 


My family. 


My present as well as my fu--- 


Diana abruptly screams my name, her fingers tugging at my coat 
in urgency. "Lisa, watch out!" She cries her lungs out. 


Just as my head turns to the pulled-up window, an ambulance 
comes crashing into our car. 


It's too late... as always. 


AE EAS 


Chapter 65 


LISA 


It's been two hours since my consciousness regained in a hospital 
room that bathed in biscuit cream. My weak body, covered in pale 
hospital clothes, has minor injuries and fractures on my arms and 
legs, an IV connected to my left hand whereas my bandaged head 
throbs severely. 


The nurse brings me breakfast along with some painkillers, 
followed by the doctor who checks on me, and when I ask him 
about my wife and son, he recommends to me to rest for the sake of 
my health. 


My siblings visit me, sobbing and hugging me with utmost care. 


It wasn't a nightmare. 


Or a bad thought. 


It was real. 


The accident... did happen. 


The ambulance crashed into our car the same way it had 
happened to--- 


My parents had died on the spot. 


But I'm still alive. 


Does that mean Diana 


My chest unwinds seeing Diana enter my private room with Dad 
Mateo following after. A shot of relief is injected into my vein, 
abating my jumpiness. I thought I'd lost her too... 


"How are you?" She chokes on a sob. Her body has acquired some 
minor injuries too, her puffy eyes are bloodshot, and there's just one 
fracture on her forearm. 


"Alive," I chuckle, swallowing my joy-sourced sob. 


She chuckle cries, wrapping her un fractured arm around my 
neck. "I-I was a-afraid... Thank God, you're... safe." She rests her 
chin on top of my head, her tears of joy dropping in my hair. 


"I-I was a-afraid too." My tearful face hides against her breasts. 
"T-thank you... for being safe." A sigh shivers me from head to toe. 


"I love you so much, Lisa." She kisses my caressed hair. 


"Where is Lisian? How is he?" 


She freezes to ice almost instantly. 


Apprehension starts kicking its feet in my stomach. "Diana, how is 
our boy?" 


Her body abruptly pulls away from mine. A palm rushes up to 
muffle her loud, traumatic cry. Spinning around, she scurries out of 
the room. 


My brows draw in. "Dad, where is Lisian? Is he in bad shape?" My 
throat goes dry, my palms become moist with sweat as I wait for an 
answer that never arrives. 


The old man blanches, his shoulders sagging. His Adam's apple 


bobs as he swallows and there are bags under his fatigued eyes. 


"Lisa, Di--Diana needs me." He exits in such a hurry like that's 


best than providing me with the news on my son. 


"Leo, Lily, where is Lisian?" 


Silence. 


Deafening silence. 


One that I loathe the most. 


Frustration scrapes my insides, digging out my patience with its 
sharp claws. "Where. Is. Lisian?" 


Silence. 


Again. 


"I asked where is Lisian! The fruit bowl on the bedside table 
splatters across the tiled floor-a casualty of my untamed 
exasperation. 


They choose to fucking cry instead of just filling me in about my 
son's health. 


The door slowly opens and my heart leaps with desperation, 
hoping to receive an update on my son from someone. 


"Lisa." Bambam steps into my room, his hair as unruly as his 
clothes and he looks tuckered out. He seems worse than the last 
time I saw him. The day he had without a second thought cut off 


the painstakingly woven thread of our friendship. 


He pulls me into a hug, patting my back. "I'm sorry... Fuck me if I 
abandon you," he quivers. 


Even though his actions discombobulate me, I let that feeling 
subside. The need to learn about my son's situation is greater than 
interrogating his unanticipated comeback in my life. 


"Bambam, how is Lisian? Please just tell me regardless of how 
bad his condition is." 


"Lisian is no longer with us." 


KkKKKKKK KKK 


JENNIE 


Bambam makes a surprise visit. 


Our friendship has positively developed over the years and just 
like me, he hadn't stayed in touch with them. Besides, he has taken 
over his father's business and doubled the success ratio. 


From a carefree boy who lived on his father's money and chased 
chicks to a responsible independent man who has no time for 
women-indeed, he has grown and matured. Though he's still dumb 
and dramatic. That's something to never change. 


Bambam is a goof, a class clown, that's that at least in my 
perspective. 


Karen brings us chamomile tea and exits the study. 


"How are you?" Bambam asks softly, his gaze directed toward the 
logs of wood burning in the large fireplace. 


"Fine, I guess." My fingers interlock in my lap. He'd attended my 
wedding and although he's aware of my loveless marriage, I'm 
hesitant to update him about it. "How about you?' 


His head turns to the front, his smile almost unnoticeable. "Me 
too." 


"I met Lisa," I tell him quietly. 


"So did I." 


"When?" My eyes widen in surprise, a dash of joy in my voice. 
"Did you forgive her? Or is she pissed at you? Did you guys fight?" 


His face is clear of bruises which means they didn't throw hands 
at each other. Phew... 


"Yesterday," Bambam answers. "No, we didn't fight and she's not 
pissed at me. Besides, you know I forgave her years ago. Just didn't 
have the balls to face her." 


"I met her weeks ago. Kai and I had brunch at her place even." 


"Lily told me." 


"So, you celebrated Christmas with her?" 


"Jennie," Bambam sighs, placing his thumb and forefinger over 
his slightly puffy eyes. 


My stomach lurches, my crossed legs separate as I lean forward, 
placing my elbows on my thighs. "Bambam, are you okay? Please 
tell me if something is eating you from inside." 


A pair of tears slide down his cheeks. "Lisian... he died," he 
quavers. My heart drops to my stomach. 


"Wh-what are y-you saying?" Tears well in my eyes, waiting to 
slip out like a waterfall. 


Palms run down his haggard face. "Lisa, Diana, and Lisian got 


into an accident on Christmas Eve's evening. An ambulance collided 
with their car and since Lisian was in the backseat... h-he was c- 
crushed by the impact." 


My hand flies up to cover my mouth, muffling my sob. That little 
boy... his smiling face flashes in front of my mind, his adorable 
voice calling me out rings in my ears. 


Why did that happen to him? 


Bambam sucks in a deep breath. "Lisa and Diana endured minor 
injuries, however, Lisian... He died on the spot along with an 
ambulance driver and a nurse. Uncle Mateo called me yesterday 
morning- Lisa is in a state of severe shock whereas Diana is losing 
her mind." 


A cry crawls out of my parched throat. I bury my face in my 
hands, my chest burning with every cry and my eyes prick by 
shedding endless tears. 


Presence is filled beside me on the couch and two arms pull me 
against his side. 


"Why would God give a miserable death to such a sweet child? I 
loved him, Bambam; I love him so much... even though we met only 
twice," I cry harder and sniffle, my lungs suffocating with grief. 
"Lisian didn't deserve this... That poor child had already gone 
through a lot because of CHD." 


He rubs my back up and down. "I know, Jennie Uncle Mateo told 
me," he murmurs and sighs heavily. 


"Lisian would've been alive if he didn't get crushed like that. The 
doctor says we have to do his funeral without his body." 


My stomach stirs, followed by a strong gag reflex, then another 
choked sob. That makes his death much more horrific. He wouldn't 
get the honor of getting buried which everyone is entitled to. 


Bambam draws my head back, wiping my tears with his thumb 
pads. "The funeral is at nine tomorrow morning. I'm here to extend 
the invite to you." 


I sniffle, tucking a moist hair behind my ear. "Thank you, but I 
don't think I attend it." 


"Why?" his brows scrunch. 


My teeth sink into my inner cheeks. "Lisa doesn't want to see me." 


"Did she say that?" 


I nod, her hurtful words ringing in my ears. "She said she never 
wants to see me." 


Bambam curses under his breath. "She needs you, Jennie. That 
woman is not handling it well and I'm afraid Lisian's death is going 
to take a toll on her emotionally as well as mentally." 


My chest swells imagining Lisa suffering all alone in the hospital 
room, unable to accept her son's unfortunate death and reliving 
exactly what she felt when her parents were killed in a similar 
accident. 


I'm glad she's breathing but am rather more scared of this tragic 
incident affecting her health, especially her losing her last chunk of 
sanity. My soul wrenches over and over, bleeding a river of tears 
and urging me to go to her. 


"Diana is who she needs. Not me." It takes every ounce of my 
strength to fight that urge to comfort her. 


Bambam grips my shoulders, looking me straight in the eyes. 
"Lisa needs you. You, all right," he states. 


"Diana is, of course she's always there for her, though she's barely 
holding herself together. They need us, Jennie. We're their friends 
and friends provide comfort. Fuck us if we can't be with them at 
their worst." 


"Please, please, come to the funeral. For Lisian, if not for Lisa," 
Bambam beseeches, joining his hands before me with bowed head. 


"Don't do this," I plead, raising his head before holding his hands 
in mine to squeeze them in understanding. "You're right. We're their 
friends and we shall never forgive ourselves if we turn our back on 
them at their worst." 


"Sure, you're coming?" His voice and gaze are both hopeful. "I 
need someone by my side too. The entire responsibility of the 
funeral is put on my shoulders since they aren't discharged yet." 


"I am. Let's do this together." 


Kak 
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Chapter 66 


I think 'Angel' Is the best song for this Chapter 


~~na~ 


JENNIE 


Only a handful of people are invited to the funeral that Bambam 
and I have arranged in a local banquet hall. 


Diana arrives straight from the hospital with Mateo, her father. 
She has lost some weight, her face pale, and everything about her 
screams devastation. Mateo sits with her in the front row chairs, 
laying her head over his shoulder as she leans against him. 


Lily and Leo run over and hug me and the three of us console 
each other, occupying the second-row seats. They tell me how it 
was Lisian's first Christmas outside the home doors and how they 
were supposed to join Lisa, Lisian and Diana thought shakes the 
ground beneath my feet. Had anything happened to these two along 
with Lisian, it would've been too much to bear. 


For Lisa as well as me. 


Speaking of which... Bambam has gone to pick her up from the 
hospital. They will be here shortly. 


Kai enters the funeral location, filling the vacant seat to my right. 
He puts an arm around my neck, holding me close to him, and rubs 
my back once every minute. 


He learned about the situation when he walked on Bambam and 
me in the study room yesterday afternoon. The disastrous news had 
equally shaken him, though I couldn't figure out if it was natural or 
just another act. 


For time being, I choose to believe Kai, and later, I'm planning to 
have a word with him. 


The guests in full black divide into whispers as all heads turn to 
Bambam pushing forward Lisa's wheelchair down the aisle. Shock is 
inscribed all over her face, her arm and leg fractured and a bandage 
is wrapped around her forehead. 


Her bowed head slowly raises and her weary gaze docks on a 
brown empty casket above which is a bunch of fresh, orange 
flowers. On either side of the casket is a wooden pillar with lighted 
candles and soft piano music is playing in the background. 


Lisa's expression never leaves the state of complete numbness 
caused by the shock, not even for a split second. Her head bows 
again as Bambam takes her wheelchair in the front row, right next 
to Diana. 


Bambam glances in my direction before he settles down beside 
Lisa. 


My soul wrests and my heart aches for her. I wish I could stay at 
her side... 


The priest briefly welcomes everyone and requests one of us to 
speak a few words on the deceased. 


Since the couple isn't in a state to do the honors, Bambam mouths 
"please," gesturing me to the small stage. 


Nodding, I take my position in front of the microphone and 
exhale out my anxiety. 


"Good morning. Before I introduce myself, I would first like to 
thank you all for being here today and I'd also like to take this time 
to express my sincere condolences to his family, his wonderful 
parents," I begin with an impromptu eulogy. "Lisian..." I gulp the 
lump in my throat. 


Sadness poisons in my lungs, spreading its web. "I guess we all 
know what a pretty, full of life boy he was. I'd met him only twice 
and yet in that short span, I'd grown fond of him especially the way 
his sunshine smile reached his shining eyes... The first time he 
called me "Jelly" instead of Jennie, my heart felt all warm and 
fuzzy-I loved that boy..." 


I choke on a sob, my fingers fidgeting. "And I can't believe he was 
taken away from us so early-the right of a bright long future was 
snatched from him in just one unfortunate night..." 


Another choked sob. "B-but..." And another. "But we shall carry 
him in our hearts forever, reminiscing our memories together every 
time his name makes us warm from inside." Yet another. "We all 
love you, Lisian we pray for you to rest in peace." 


My tears lose control, the loss heavy in my chest. "W-we believe 
you're up in heaven, waving at us with your sunshine smile. Thank 
you... for giving us a lovely time. Go-goodbye." 


Kai rushes to me as I drop to my knees, shaking into a series of 
cries. He takes me back to the chairs, hugging me sideways. 


The casket is then closed and Bambam along with Kai are one of 
the four pallbearers to carry it outside to the hearse. The rest of us 
follow and countless tears are shed on the way to the nearby 
graveyard. 


Diana screams and starts weeping when the tiny, polished casket 
is lowered into the ground right beside Mr. & Mrs. Manoban's 
tombstones. 


The priest recites a short prayer, wrapping up the funeral. 
Everyone leaves except for the deceased's family, Bambam and Kai 
and I. 


Lily and Leo set an orange shaped schoolbag on the coffin. "We'll 
miss you, Lisian," we all smile sadly. "Rest in peace." 


Bambam has filled me in about the schoolbag. How excited Lisian 
was to start school and how much he adored that schoolbag of his 
favorite fruit. 


Orange. 


No, onange. 


The one Lisa had bought for him was damaged in the brutal 
accident, so Bambam got an identical for our precious little boy. 


Lisa, whose wheelchair is placed in front of his parents’ 
tombstones, extends a hand like he wants them to hold it, never 
letting go. 


She draws it into a fist and places it back in her lap. "Mom, Dad, 
please take care of my boy. One day, we all will be together again," 
she murmurs, her tone numb with grief. 


Mateo takes Diana out of the graveyard when she begins weeping 
again, unable to get a grip on her mourning. 


Lisa looks at her son's coffin. "Forgive me, Lisian, Dada couldn't 
protect you... couldn't take you to school nor watch you grow into a 
man. Please don't hate me" Her hand clutches her shirt over her 
heart, her injured body slumping forward. 


"Lisa---" 


"I killed them. I killed them. I kill-why am I still alive?" Her 
breathing suddenly turns frantic, her hand fisting her shirt like she 
wants to rip it off her body. 


"You didn't kill anyone," I sob, placing a hand over her shoulder. 


She lets go of her shirt only to swat away my hand. "Don't..." 


"Lisa, please..." It hurts me to watch her take on all the burden. 
"You didn't kill your parents nor your son." 


My hand coming to land over her shoulder is swatted away again. 


She's distancing herself... 


Neither lets her siblings console her, pushes them away too. 
Keeps repeating that over and over until she's having shortness of 


breath. 


Shit, she's hyperventilating! 


"Calm down, dude." Bambam is shoved off too. "Let me take you 
out," he says, making another attempt to get hold of her wheelchair. 


"Get the fuck away from me or I might kill you too!" 


And then, Lisa passes out right there. 
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Chapter 67 


JENNIE 


Lisa is fine, she's fine, I remind myself for the umpteenth time, so 
my tense muscles can relax. Bambam drove her back to the 
hospital, later updated me on her health over a phone call. 


According to the doctor, Lisa hasn't shed a single tear or let out a 
sob till now and if she doesn't break out of the shock state, there are 
going to be consequences. Either she'll lose her mind or she'll need 
intense therapy. 


Although the accident may not have given her major physical 
injuries, it has immensely impacted her emotional and mental 
health. To the extent, she has started distancing herself from 
everyone and nobody knows how unhealthy that is better than me. 


Once upon a time, I'd tried to isolate myself too. 


Then, she came in and gifted me new, meaningful, real bonds. 


Bonds that I intend to keep forever. 


"We need to talk," I say once we're in our bedroom. Kai shrugs off 
his coat, tossing it on somewhere on the floor. "Take a nap. We 
have the rest of the day to talk." 


My arms fold under my breasts. "Are you behind the accident?" 


His eyes dilate rapidly. "What?? 


"You heard me," I tell, retaining the steely tone and expression. 


He huffs out a laugh of disbelief. 


"KAI ANSWER ME!!" my raised voice demands. 


"You're being ridiculous, darling." Huffing out a scornful laugh, he 
begins to unbutton his shirt and peels it off his muscled torso. 


"Don't force me to rub your past on your face." 


"Are you threatening me?" His jaw clenches, his teeth grinding. 


"JUST ANSWER ME, GODDAMMIT!" I snarl, my heels tapping 
lightly against the floor as I fiercely step toward him. 


"No," he admits, shaking his head. "What would I gain?" 


"Lisa was a threat to you. To our marriage. Did you hurt her only 
so I don't divorce you out of fear? Did you hurt her because I love 
her?" 


He swallows. "I never meant what I said." 


Incredulity raises my brows. "You aren't behind the accident 
then? Including her parents'?" 


He shakes his head, watching me with disappointment. "I 
respected Mr. & Mrs. Manoban, then Lisian, I fucking adored that 
boy just like I love Taeyung's sons. I did not pay someone to kill 
them," he tells without blinking, then snickers. "I may be a shit of 
person selfish and obsessive however, do not mistake me as a 
psychopath. I would never kill someone for real." 


He does really love Taeyung's sons, thus I believe him when he 
claims to love Lisian too. This also means he wasn't behind Mr. & 
Mrs. Manoban's accident. 


"Sorry," I murmur ashamedly, regretting to have even let myself 
doubt him. However, with all these recent events, I couldn't help it 


anyway. 


"Whatever." He huffs, pushing back his golden hair. "I hurt Lisa in 
the past, not anymore though. She was my best friend and I 
trampled over her and lost her to reach the top. Didn't hurt me back 


then as it does now, so wouldn't do anything to lose my second 
chance at friendship." 


"Why do you keep threatening me then?" I ask, bewildered by his 
vacillating behavior. 


He lays his palms on either side of his waist. "Threats are an 
essential means to sustain power, to get what you want. I never 
threat with the intention of turning them into reality," he 
rationalizes. 


"Oh... you have a point." This at least explains his recent actions, 
if not justifying them. 


"Hmm." He seems disgruntled yet. 


"That's it. Sorry again," I mumble, tucking a hair behind my ear. 


Ugh, it feels awful to have misunderstood him despite sharing the 
bed with him for three years. 


He sighs, turns around, and walks up to the bathroom door. 
"Jennie?" he looks over his shoulder. 


"Yes?" I'm quick to answer him. 


"I'm ready to sign the divorce papers." 


He catches me unaware with his declaration. "Kai..." 


Never did I think he'll set me free from this futile marriage. Don't 
know whether I should feel delighted or dejected by the cost of my 
freedom. He's only agreeing to our divorce because of what has 
happened. 


Lisian,.. God, terrible is an understatement to define the feeling 
lacerating my insides. 


"You have my word. I won't hurt Lisa. Ever." 
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LISA 


A small photo frame lays in my lap. Leo had clicked a picture of 
Lisian learning to paint with me a few weeks after his heart surgery. 
My fingers stroke his face through the frame, yearning for his touch 
but all they feel is the cold glass. 


Only a couple of hours ago, we buried him-an empty casket-and 
yet I'm not ready to accept his death. The same way I couldn't 
accept my parents’. At least their bodies weren't crushed like they 
were mere plastic... we got to bury them properly. 


Lisian had a much worse fate in his extremely short life span, he'd 
only suffered. I'd heard him cry more times than his laughter 
reverberated in our home. Still, throughout all the pain, he smiled. 
Smiled in between his agonizing cries when we'd try to cheer him 


up. 


My boy was brave and strong. 


Stronger than her dada will ever be. 


Her dada.... who failed to protect him. 


Killed him, even. 


A murderer, truly. 


Killed her parents' then her son. 


"The accident isn't your fault," Diana says that for the umpteenth 
time since yesterday. 


She's seated on a steel stool near my hospital bed, a portable IV 
stand by her side. "The ambulance driver was at fault and you know 
he died too in the course," she adds, her hands interlocked in her 


lap. 


"I should've paid attention." 


The hospital director has paid us enormous compensation for the 
loss in exchange for not filing a case against them. What's the point 
of suing his guilty hospital when we aren't going to get our Lisian 
back. 


We won't get to see our son smile ever again, except for in the 
photographs and our memories. 


We won't get to see him start school, graduate, and find a job. We 
won't get to see him fall in love and marry and have his kids. Not 
just Lisian's future our future with him is stolen from us too. "You 
were paying attention. There's nothing you could've possibly done 
to stop that accident or save our son in a matter of seconds. You are 
no superhero, Lisa," Diana said. 


"Didn't have to be a superhero to save him. Could've just stayed 
home with him." 


Or maybe we could've stayed out a little longer... 


"Lisa," she raises her voice, her hands clutching her hospital 
clothes to suppress her frustration. "We couldn't have predicted the 
accident. All you're doing is finding reasons to blame yourself. If 
you keep refusing to accept his death, you'll be only hurting more. 
I've already lost our son, so please don't make me mourn over you 
too." 


She chokes on a sob, tears welling in her bloodshot, puffy eyes. 
"Let it all out. Cry... Or mourn however you want. Because if you 
don't... Please, accept that Lisian isn't with us anymore and you 
aren't at fault. Our son loved you so much and you were the best 
Dada he could've ever had." 


A long silence unfurls between us. 


Our breathing isn't audible either. 


The thick, stolid silence stretches further, no idea how long. 


"We should get a divorce." 


My gaze snaps up from the photo frame to Diana. "Divorce, why?" 
My emotions are too numb to absorb the aftermath of yet another 
shock. 


"Without Lisian, our marriage wouldn't survive anyway," she 
reasons. 


"It wasn't only for Lisian. I really wanted to make our marriage 
work. You know that, don't you?" 


"I do," she admits, nodding. "But if we couldn't make it work in 
his presence, how can we in his absence?" she asks rhetorically. 


My chest heaves a sigh. "This isn't you, Diana. You're never 
pessimistic." 


"This isn't my grief talking," she clarifies, her tone sharpened with 
seriousness. "Divorce is a pragmatic decision, good for both of us to 
start over." 


"We can make it work without Lisian," I say with shaky assurity, 
reaching out for her hand but she pulls it away, drawing it into a 
fist. 


Her underside lip quivers. "You love Jennie" 


"I do, but you're my wife. I'd vowed to stay at your side in your 
good and bad till death does us part. We can try for another child if 
that's what you want. I'll do anything to make our marriage work." 


"A loveless marriage. Fair to neither of us." Her eyes shut and her 
chapped lips purse as she tries getting a grip on her all over the 
place emotions. "Let's say we have another child, will that 
guarantee you'll love me? Can you give me your word? If yes, I'm 
ready to be your wife till death does us part," she says after 
reopening them. 


My only answer is silence. 


Deafening silence. 


The absolute worse. 


It gives me another reason to loathe myself. Blame myself. End 
my fucking life right at this moment. 


"You can't give me your word but I know you'll try hard. And 
Lisa, I don't want that. Love shouldn't be forced or something for 
which you should strain every nerve in your body. It happens on its 
own without our knowledge and we both know that very well." 


"Diana, please..." my voice begs at her feet. To not leave me. My 
helplessness and the fear of loneliness is perhaps the worst kind. 
Selfish and unjust to her. 


"I have no complaints, Lisa. Only gratitude. We aren't divorcing 
because you were a bad wife I could only go on and on about how 
incredible you were. Divorce doesn't mean an end to our long 
lasting friendship I'll still be your best friend and you'll be mine, my 
first love, and my dear ex wife. No matter where we go from here 
on, I'll always carry you in my heart along with Lisian. And there, 
we'll always be a happy family." 


"I'm sorry..." Tears rain down on the photo frame. 


I'm a woman who has lost it all. 


My parents, my son, and now, my wife. 


Pity must be an understatement for my situation. 


"Sorry too." Her palm gently lands on my cheek, unrequitted love 
overpouring from her swollen eyes. "Divorce is painful, I know 
gonna hurt me as much but for the best. For our long, healthy 
future ahead." She farewells our marriage with her sad smile. 


"In my heart, we'll always be a family too." 


Then, I kiss her one last time. 


Saying goodbye. 


To welcome an unforeseen future. 


Without our endearing son. 


LISIAN. 
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JENNIE 


Kai and my divorce got filed today and both of us have moved 
out of the place, so my family has decided to show up at my office. 
They weren't aware of the divorce until this morning and where did 
they've found out about it isn't my concern. I'm glad I'm saved from 
the dramatic revelation and reactions. 


"Do you realize what you've done?" Dad asks, his salt-pepper jaw 
ticking with irritation. 


"Yes," I say nonchalantly, sitting straighter behind my desk. 
"Bringing an end to an unproductive marriage is a pragmatic 
decision, especially if you see that from a businessman's 
perspective." 


Dad huffs out disbelief, shaking his head in utter disappointment. 


"Kai was such a wonderful husband. Why would you divorce 


him?" my worked-up mother leans forward in her chair, resting her 
interlocked hands on the desk. 


"Indeed, he was," I admit, nodding. "I was happy with him." 


"Then, why?" Taeyung glares, slamming his hand on the desk. 


My body barely flinches. His violent anger doesn't scare me 
anymore. 


"Our marriage lacked love, especially a solid base." 


"Marriage is also about friendship, trust, and compatibility all of 
which you clearly had with Kai," Angela, his pesky petite wife, 
scoffs. Her arms crossed over her chest, her Barbie blond hair curled 
over her shoulders. 


My smirk pops in. "Maybe that's enough for you. Not for me." 


The insult flares her freckled button nose and punches her 
husband straight in his hideous face.. 


"Since you've cut ties with Kai, you may as well do the same with 
us," Dad snaps, then leans back in his chair, failing to intimidate me 
with his glare. "After all you've time and again proved to be a stupid 
self centered person, nothing more than a stigma to the Kim's 
family." 


"Sure," I smile acidulously, motioning a hand toward Dad. "Was 
about to suggest that anyway." 


"Jennie, please," Mom implores. I'd have suggested to her to take 
her right even though it's too late, but I know she'd never agree. 
"Get back with Kai. There's still time he loves you like you're his 
breath," she tells me further. 


"And I'm in love with a woman. I'd rather be alone than being 
married to someone else." 


"You aren't over that bastard yet?" Taeyung scowls, his forehead 
crinkling. "Is that why you're divorcing Kai? For that lowlife?" 


Bile rises in my throat. "Lisa isn't the reason for our divorce," I 
y 


seethe, my hand gripping the clear crystal paperweight. "And if you 
ridicule her henceforth, I'm afraid I'm going to be a criminal too." 


Dad snorts, thick disgust dripping from his tone. "You've stopped 
low to her level." 


"Exactly, Dad," Angela agrees. She then looks at me, releasing a 
contemptuous chuckle. "Nobody in their right mind chooses a 
worthless piece of glass over a billion worth diamond. Jennie's 
choice is distasteful than I thought." 


Bloody bitch. 


Keeping my smart ass comment to myself and sparing her 
nightmarish mortification, I look at her sulking husband. "Taeyung, 
I'm handing you my inheritance along with the favor you gave to 
my company." 


"As you should, now that you aren't a Kim anymore," Taeyung 
sneers. 


"Hun," Angela coos, flopping her fragile palm on his arm. "Just 
take her share of the inheritance. The Kim doesn't need a return of 


favor from her cheapskate company." 


Rage thrummed through my veins. She constantly tries to test my 
tolerance. How many smoldering insults my cold blood can freeze. 
Another shit out of her filthy little mouth, whether directed toward 
Lisa or my company or me even, tomorrow will never dawn for her. 


"Angela is very right," Dad says and smiles at her, pride shining in 
his gaze like she's his daughter more than I ever was. 


A little envious, though overall I don't care. She has the potential 
to be his ideal daughter after all. Replacing me with her would 
merely matter to him. 


Taeyung sighs. "Whatever you say, darling," he smiles, patting the 
back of Angela's head. 


She pecks his cheek, blushing heavily which is one of her 
huntress whips to control her husband. 


"Very well," I grin, clapping. "You all may leave now. I've got a 
string of meetings to attend for the day." 


"Jennie...." Mom watches me with hope. That my icy shell will 
melt and my decision might differ. 


She doesn't know the only person in this entire universe can 
affect me deeply has the power to change my mind, and well, I'd 
willingly make the ends of the earth meet at her one command, for 
the sake of her happiness. 


"Oh, please mail me the papers as soon as possible. I need to get 
rid of my last name." 
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One Year Later .... 


This past year has truly been a breath of fresh air. Never have I 
reveled more by my one decision. Divorce and cutting ties with 
family name has indeed given me a good start over. Though Kai and 
I have decided on being friends whereas my mother is still on 
talking terms with me, secretly. 


My company has got back on its feet, standing firm in the stormy 
market, and never again would it need anyone's cost incurred favor. 


I've also visited a lot of new places and met new people, tried to 
fall in love again but there's literally nobody out there like her. 


LISA.... 


The woman who continues to own my heart, mind and soul. 


And despite my body has come in contact with many men, it 
nevertheless craves and remembers her touch, her warmth, the 
home in her arms. 


Apparently, Diana and Lisa divorced around the same time as Kai 
and me. Both of them have moved out of the city and nobody 
knows where except for Bambam. In fact, he's living with her at 
their new place and often visits Lisa. The only reason I didn't grill 
him about their whereabouts or track them down by my own 
means: to respect their space. Something they desperately needed. 


At least, Bambam is filling me in with the bits and pieces of their 
healing process which is enough and much appreciated. 


My assistant delivers a letter to me. 


A yellow envelope. 


That intoxicating scent. 


My heart skips a beat. 


I quickly open it and pull out a lighter shade of Yellow paper that 
as usual is folded into three halves. Her unique cursive handwriting 
is a bliss to my eyes even today. With excitement bubbling in my 
chest, I start reading the brief letter. 


Dear Jennie My Muse, 
Forgive me... for hurting you if I happen to have back then. You 


know should know I never meant to... 


Forgive me for distancing myself and leaving so abruptly without 
a word. 


Bambam told me how you got all worked up after finding me 
gone. I was too numb to feel anything at that moment... And now, 
I hate myself since your worry could've been avoided with a single 
call from me. 


Well, my siblings and I'd moved to England where I worked 
alongside a veteran painter he'd offered me work long ago but it 
never occurred to me to leave the country, perhaps attachment 
issues. Know what, Lily and Leo loved England, made a lot of 
friends at their new school, and literally begged at my feet to stay 
there forever. You should've seen their puppy eyes-god, indeed a 
hilarious moment to remember. 


Anyway, it was a good change for them. So was it for me. I 
learned a surplus of new things, toured various places of art, and 
met many new faces. Took therapy even. For my PTSD. Thanks to 
the shrink, I've come to terms with both the incidents and finally 
was able to bid a proper farewell to them. 


It's relieving, truly. With the weight being lifted off shoulders. 
The world is starting to feel like a better place once again. 


And... I'm coming home. 


Hoping we get to talk over a cup of coffee. 


Youre Artist 
Lisa. 


My assistance knocks on my office door just as the treasure of a 
letter is folded back into the envelope. "Ma'am, someone's here to 
meet you." His head pops in next. 


Ever since my last name was legally discarded, everyone in the 
company refers me with "ma'am" instead of Ms. Kim. 


"Without an appointment?" I cock a brow, sitting straight in my 


plush armchair. 


"Yes, actually." 


"Then, tell them to get one." 


"The person says wouldn't need an appointment with you," my 
assistant replies. 


Certainly not Kai since he barges directly into my office. Maybe, 
it's one of my clingy one night stands. 


"What's his/her name?" I ask, my tone demanding. 


"The color of the Summer Sky." 


My heart does a somersault. "Send her in," I say breathlessly. 


My assistant nods before closing back the door. I hold my breath 
as I wait for her, wiping my moist palms on my skirt. My skittish 
heart almost passes out when the door opens. In a white shirt 
tucked in a pair of denim, she steps into my office with a large 
bouquet of fresh daisies. Her bob blonde hair is gone now is 
pink her sexy jawline and her sweet smile adding stars to her 
charming smile. 


"Jennie." 


The door shuts behind her. 


"Lisa." I choke on a sob and run over to throw my arms around 
her neck, pulling her into a tight hug. 


She's safe.... back home in one piece. Oh my god... 


"I missed you," I sigh deeply, inhaling her signature scent and 
resting my face against her shoulder. 


Her arms lock around my waist, her face burying in the crook of 
my neck. "I missed you, My Muse, My Sun" she sighs too. 


After what feels like forever, I pull back my head to take a look at 
her face. "How are you?" 


"Better," she smiles. "Moved back here a couple of weeks ago." 


My brows crinkle. "But I just received your letter..." She looks at 
something behind me. Definitely, the envelope lying under the 
paperweight on my desk. 


"Got delivered late, I suppose," she says, her gentle gaze returning 


on my overwhelmed countenance. "How are you?" 


My lips curve up. "Happily divorced." 


"Bambam told me you cut ties with your family too," she 
murmurs, her arms unlocking around my waist. 


"Yep," I nod, grinning toothily. "Did you get them for me?" My 
eyes point at the bouquet in her hand. 


"Oh... yes." She offers me those flowers. 


I hold the bouquet close to my chest, breathing in their fragrance. 
"Daisies bring nostalgia." 


"And new beginnings," she adds. 


Smiling in agreement, I carefully place the bouquet on the coffee 
table and pat the space beside me after flopping down on the couch. 


She joins me. "Your office is still in shades of Yellow." Amusement 
sparkles in her orbs. 


"It's calming, refreshing even." 


She hums, glancing around, and stops at two of her Paintbrush 
painting. Unlike last time, she doesn't get triggered by the first one. 
Her attention is, particularly on the second. That she'd painted 
about us. Titled The Sun and the Moon. With the small label at the 
foot of the frame. Wherever I go, I'll always carry you in my heart. 


"You bought it..." 


"Sad, not everyone could decipher its deep meaning." 


Her head turns to me and instead of a string of words, an exhale 
comes out of her slightly parted mouth. 


"I have a room only for your paintings at my new place," I tell 
her, scooting closer on the couch. "These are my top favorite, so 
they stay here with me, reminding me of you whenever I'd miss 
you." 


"Do you forgive me?" She seems a bit nervous. 


"Lisa, you've done nothing to ask forgiveness for. But if that's 
what you really want from me, I do." 


She sighs, her palm landing over her chest. "That's such a relief; 
thanks." 


"Do you forgive me?" 


In a heartbeat, she understands what my question means without 
having me explain it to her. 


"Yes, if that's what you really want. You put your feelings aside so 
Lisian could have a family-- I understand it better now because of 
the therapy." 


"Are you still on meds?" I kind of divert the subject, unsure if this 
beautiful woman is still in love with me. Or did she move on over 
me? Perhaps, she might've found a British girl who wouldn't be as 


picky, cold, and boring as me. 


She shakes her head. "I'm over it all." Oh... 


My mouth goes dry, a heaviness settling in my chest. "How is 
Diana?" I ask, keeping my tone normal. "Bambam's barely keeping 
me updated lately." 


She chuckles. "Diana's fine and moved back here recently from 
California." 


"They were in California all this time?" 


Her grin grows wider. "Yeah. Dating too." 


My palms cover my hung open mouth. "Really? That's amazing!" I 
exclaim, genuinely happy for the two. 


"Diana said only if she'd given a real chance to Bambam back 
then, she'd have fallen in love with him just as she did now I'm 


happy for her, you know. She deserved someone who'd love her 
back unconditionally." 


"Indeed. Bambam deserved a real chance with her too. Goodness, 
I'm glad they're together!" 


She hums and then there's an awkwardly long silence cramming 
my Office. 


My bowed head raises and just as it turns sideways, "Lisa--" her 
hot mouth shuts mine, making my insides flush with her 
unanticipated move. 


She breathes my breath before kissing me in a confused manner. 
Slow and rough. Fast and chaste. Like she wants to have me all at 
once. 


I set our kiss into an equilibrium, a perfect blend of longing and 
craving-indeed, the most awaited reunion of our souls. 


Four years since we last kissed and yet it feels like yesterday. Like 
our ways never separated and belonged together even when we 
were apart. 


She pulls away panting, cradling my face in her soft warm hands, 
and locks our eyes. "I never got a real chance to confess and am not 
going to wait for the best timing because any timing can be best or 
worst only depends on our emotions," she says breathlessly, her 
thumbs brushing my cheeks hot with a blush. 


"I love you, Jennie. Perhaps, ever since I gave you my scarf." My 
heart crashes with exhilaration, my soul flying to seventh heaven. "I 
want you to hire me as your official and only girlfriend I want to 
take you out on dates, make love to you in our bed, and after six 
months, I want to marry you, grow old with you, and get buried 
together as wife and wife." 


Her forehead touches mine. "Let me have a chance with you, My 
Muse, My Sun" she pleads. 


"Lisa," I choke on a sob. "I love you. Perhaps, ever since you gave 
me your scarf." My chest feels light with the confession. "And I want 
to hire you as my official and only girlfriend I want to go on 
countless dates with you, then have you make love to me, and after 
six months, I want to marry you, grow old with you, and get buried 
together as wife and wife. Let me have a real chance with you, 
please." 


Our eyes close, our heartbeats one. 


"Yes." Her smile lays against mine. "I've waited too long for this..." 


"Yes... me too." 


KAK 


Chapter 69 


LISA 


Jennie assigns her assistant to run some errands and locks the 
door before walking back to me. Her fingers grasp the front of my 
shirt as she leans up to kiss me again, the softness is now replaced 
with roughness, her carnal craving for me. 


To have all of me. All at once. 


My hand grips the side of her neck, tilting her head to kiss her at 
a better angle. Her graceful tongue enters my mouth like it has 
always lived there whereas mine laps over hers over and over like 
an unsated junkie. Sucking her juicy bottom lip, I pull her flush 
against me until no minuscule space is left between our heated, 
needy bodies that start to grind against each other. 


Moan. Groan. Repeat. 


Kiss. Tongue. Repeat. 


"I want you Lisaa," she begs in my mouth, our mixed saliva 
glistening on her almost swollen lips. 


"And you will have me every day from now on," I pant, lifting her 
and wrapping her sexy legs around my waist. 


Taking her to the desk, I lay her down on its cool Oakwood 
surface and push aside every item coming in our way. "Fuck, you're 
hot spread out on your desk." My eyes feast on her delectable body, 
my hand reaching for my iron erection to give it some strokes 
through the thick material of my jeans. 


She sits up, her legs locked around my torso propelling me. With 
one hand replacing mine to stroke my achingly hard cock while the 
other hand is lifting my shirt, she plants a wet kiss on the sun inked 
under my ear. "You still have it..." her breath is hot there, her 
mouth sucking around tattooed skin. 


Grabbing her nape, I pull back her head and tilt it slowly until 
the half moon appears in my vision. "You too." 


Blowing out her silky hair, I clear the tattooed area and kiss it 
tenderly before sinking my teeth into her skin to leave my mark 
around the ink. 


"How badly do you want to get fucked by me, My Muse?" 


"I want you to make love to me. Right here. Right now." 


My head raises from her hickey-ed neck, a smirk tugging at my 
lips. "You want to remember it every time you're here?" 


"Yes." Her pink tongue swipes across her underside lip. "Make 
love to me like you did that night from four years ago." 


My heart skips a beat. 


She knows I'd made love to her that night. 


"Also tell me everything you couldn't that night." Another skip of 
a beat. 


Fuck, she knows that too. 


Turns me on more than ever, urging me to lower myself to my 
knees and let her do anything to me. Kill me at this moment and I'd 
die worshipping at her feet like a devotee. 


Shaky hands fumble with my leather belt before she pulls out my 
pre cum oozing cock from my jeans, rubbing her thumb on its head 
and stroking the length. I unbutton her cream blouse, exposing her 
milky breasts held together by that delicate white lace, then lay her 
back on the glossy wooden surface. 


My hand glides up her smooth inner thigh, pushing the tight skirt 
up until it's bunched around her waist. Feral lust and intense love, a 
deadly combination, consumed me and without her consent, I 
gripped her lacy panties and ripped them off her body in one go. 


"Fuck! That was so good!" Jennie grins, her dark hair sprawling 
on the desk. 


Placing her legs over my shoulders with her black heels against 
my head, I hover her supple body and grip the edge of the desk. 
"Don't say that, My Muse. I'd make you bankrupt just by ripping 
your panties." 


Propping herself on her elbows, she lifts her head so our mouths 
are dangerously close. "You can do anything to me and I'd never 
complain, only begging for more." 


Desire turns my blood dark, my heart pumping with an exotic 
thrill. Her head falls back on the glossy surface when my cock 
enters her pussy, her muscles clenching me almost immediately. 


Sweet God... 


Pleasure paralyzes me. Being inside of her feels twice good now 
that our emotions are naked. I gasp, trembling bodily as my hips 
start moving to give her slow, short, and sweet thrusts. I'd decided 
to fuck her first, then take her to my suite to make love to her until 
dawn. 


That plan can officially go to hell. 


"Lisa, I love you..." she moans, her back arching as she slides up 
and down the desk. Her nails trail down my exposed chest, 
lingering on my slab of abs. 


"I love you so much. You were all I could think whenever I was 
with someone else and dream of you during my lonely nights." She 
whimpers as the apple in her cheeks turns a shade deeper. 


"Me too, Jennie," I groan, trembling with her under the thunder 
of pleasure never unlocking our eyes. "I'd search for you in every 
woman, not realizing how you'd painted yourself on my soul." My 
mouth spreads hot kisses on her legs, licking the sweetness of her 
creamy skin. 


"God, I'm head over heels for you, Jennie." My hand reaches for 
her free breast, kneading it. "I may sound crazy stupid to say I 
believe our souls are the same. They'll become the same dust from 
which they've come to birth." 


"We're both crazy stupid then." She writhes beneath me, her hand 
flying up to shove off the stack of files from the desk. The keyboard 
follows them down on the fury carpet, then the pen holder and the 
envelope at last. 


She's close, so am I, but I want her to come first. 


"You're wearing the ring..." The Yellow gold with diamond on the 
edge couple ring shines on her dainty finger when she digs a hand 
into her ravenwood. 


"You too." Fuck me for thinking she wouldn't notice it. "The 
wedding band will look better on your finger," she moans and cries 
as she comes shivering after my cock hits her wall thrice in a row. 


"Those yellow threads of the scarf... mean an eternal connection 
between halves of a soul. No matter who they're with or how many 
miles may come in between, they're together forever and ever." 


And then, I fill her deep with my seed so much, it drips down her 
swollen clit onto the desk once my cock plugs out. 


Her legs slide down my shoulders and lock around my waist, 
pulling my spent body on top of her breasts. "Lisa welcome home," 
she smiles, pushing off the damp hair fallen across my sweaty 
forehead. 


I tuck a single hair behind her ear, breathing in her arousing 
scent. "I want to take you out on dinner, please say yes," my 
whisper caresses the shell of her ear. 


"Yes," she sighs, her breasts rising and falling in sync with my 


chest. 


"I love you, Jennie," I smile, lacing our fingers and kissing the 
back of her palm. 


"Lisa, take me to your place and make love to me until we're both 
limp." 


And that's exactly what I do. 


XAK 


l Finale Q 


LISA 


"I, Jennie, take you, Lisa as my best friend, my moon, the dada of 
my children and my wife. I vow to be with you in spring and in 
winter, in sickness and in health, to treasure you and be your sun 
on a starless night, to love you unconditionally, no matter what 
may come, even when we become dust." 


"I, Lisa, take you, Jennie as my best friend, my muse, my sun, the 
mother of my children, and my wife. I vow to be with you in spring 
and in winter, in sickness and in health, to respect and cherish you, 
to protect you and love you unconditionally, no matter what may 
come, even when we become dust." 


Jennie smiles coquettishly, slipping a customized gold wedding 
band on my finger. 


I can't contain my grin as I slide a ruby ring on her finger, then 
bring the back of her hand to my mouth. 


We barely lasted for two months of healthy dating and decided to 
wed in a field of fresh yellow dandelions swaying to the genteel 
breeze of Arizona. Only in the benignant presence of my siblings 
and our friends. 


The preacher requests us to repeat a few sentences before asking 
us the most awaited question. 


"Do you, Jennie, take Lisa as your lawfully wedded wife?" 


"Yes, I do," my beautiful bride in a crimson wedding dress 
answers breathlessly. Her black hair is styled into waterfall curls, 
her trimmed nails done to match her dress and plump lips, while 
delicate diamonds shine in her ears and around her dainty neck. 


"Do you, Lisa, take Jennie as your lawfully wedded wife?" 


"Yes, I do," I grin broader, holding my breath for the official 
announcement. 


"Now, I shall pronounce you as wife and wife. You may kiss the 
bride." 


My heart does three somersaults in a row. This is the moment I've 
been waiting for so desperately it's embarrassing sometimes. 


She steps forward, laying her palms flat on my chest covered in a 
three piece crimson lady tuxedo. My arm drapes around her waist 
while my other hand cups her jaw, tilting her head as I watch her 
red lips slightly part for me. 


Our eyes close, our noses brushing as our mouths slowly meet, 
moving together in a tender rhythm. 


Goosebumps bud along our bodies, our racing hearts ready to 
explode with euphoria. 


"My Sun, My artist and My Wife, I love you." Jennie blushes, 
watching me like I'm the only one to exist in this world apart from 
her. 


"My Muse, My moon and my Wife, I love you more" I smile, 
leaning down to peck her cheek. 


Claps and hoots huddle around us. 


The preacher blesses us and leaves. 


"Congrats, dude!" Bambam pulls me into a hug, patting my back. 


"You fucking married to so many men's bed fantasy!" 


"Don't talk like that about her," I frown, swatting the back of his 
head after we part off. 


"Well, truth is truth," He grins, brushing off invisible linen from 
his suit jacket. 


"Though my fantasy and reality is someone else." He further 
glances at Diana congratulating Jennie with the kind of hug where 
women squeal, hop and laugh throwing their heads back. 


"Lisa!" Diana further comes over and flings her arms around my 
neck. "Goodness, you have no idea how very happy I am for you!" 
she gives me a bone crushing hug and giggles as she separates 
herself. 


"You almost choked me to death of course, I have no idea about 
the length of your happiness," I say, rubbing my chest while she 
laughs. 


"When are you guys getting married?" Jennie comes to stand 
beside me with Lily who has won the bride's white peonies. My 
baby sister has grown into the young lady our mom used to be. 


Diana snickers, waving off a hand. "Cut me some slack, please. 


Still can't believe I fell in love with this clownish asshole within a 
year." 


Bambam snakes an arm around her neck, pulling her against his 
side. "That's the power of my irresistible charms, babe." 


Lily bursts into laughter. "Sorry, that was funny," she mumbles 
placing a palm over her mouth. 


"Lily-pie, where was the joke?" Bambam frowns. 


"You are the joke," Leo pipes in. 


All of us crack up, except for the joke Bambam, of course. 


"Fuck you, asswipe," Bambam growls at Leo who then winks at 
him. "Your brother is a piece of shit," he tells me, snorting. 


"Better than being a class clown," Leo smirks. He has six abs now 


and he's almost of my height. 


We all laugh. Except for the clown Bambam, of course 


"Babe, are you going to cry?" Diana caresses her boyfriend's 
sulking face. She cackles loudly when he snorts, nodding. 


"Diana, if you don't stand up for me, I refuse to marry you," 
Bambam says, failing to sound stern or threatening even. 


"Cool. Single is always better," she smiles coolly. 


There upon, they start their 3850411 hogwash fight. 


Leo hands me a pen along with the contract attached to a writing 
pad. 


My signature is inked wherever required, then the contract is 
passed to my breathtaking wife. 


She signs as Jennie Manoban. 


Fuck. 


"We're officially a family," Lily squeals, hugging Jennie briefly. 
"Welcome to the Manoban's," she grins. 


"Ah, pumpkin-head is finally a Manoban," Leo razzes, collecting 
the writing pad from Jennie. 


"Yes," my wife says with pride. "Now, show me some respect." 


"You haven't signed up to be my stepmom," Leo scoffs. 


"Shut up, Leo," Lily grimaces, rolling her eyes. "You're too old to 
be Jennie's kid." 


"Very right, baby girl." Jennie gives a high five to Lily. 


"Hey! Kai's sending you congratulations!" Diana and Bambam 
catch our attention with the wave of their phones. "So is Mrs. Kim!" 


"Tell them thanks on our behalf," Jennie replies. 


My friendship with Kai is getting back on track and we're 
planning to collaborate on our upcoming project. Whilst Miranda 
Kim has accepted me, apologized even for her past behavior 
towards me so we're on good terms now. Since no point in holding 
a grudge against them, I've forgiven and buried the hatchet. 


For both Jennie and my future sake. To welcome our long happily 
ever after together in the brace of healthy relations with all. 


"The photographer's here!" Bambam points at the tanned man 
running over to where we are. 


"Shall we, Mrs. Manoban?" I grin, holding out a hand for my wife. 


"Please lead me, Mrs. Manoban," Jennie smiles, accepting my 
hand as we move a bit away from the rest. 


The photographer clicks our candid pictures while we're having 
our first dance as a wives in the field of dandelions under the 
afternoon sun. 


"Hey, kiss her!" Bambam yells. 


"Do the dip pose!" Diana hollers, further demonstrating the move 
with Bambam. "Like this! Got it? C'mon now do it!" she claps like 
she's our choreographer. 


I pull Jennie closer to me, then slowly dip her and lock our lips. 


"Do the forehead touch pose!" Lily demands and we do that as 
well. "OMG! That's so mushy!" she beams, cupping her cheeks. 


"Now, hug her from behind!" Leo commands further. 


My arms wrap around Jennie's waist from behind and she grips 
the back of my hands resting against her navel. "Jennie," I laugh 
against her hair. 


This wedding photoshoot is getting crazier. 


She tilts her head, laughing heartily "I Love you Lisa" 


"I Love you so much My Muse" 


KKK 
So that's it!! 
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EPILOGUE 


LISA 


We amble down a popular cherry blossom park in Hokkaido, 
holding hands with our five-year-old daughter. 


Ella Manoban. 


My baby girl has her mother's looks, her dark hair even. Her 
persona and eyes, however, are as sky blue as mine. She's a bright 
child with a string of healthy friends, loves to paint with me, and 
enjoys shopping salon with her mother. She's our big boss and 
makes us bow to her commands. 


Oh, and her obsession with that evocative scarf is boundless. As 
well as with the sun and the moon lamps that belong to her now. 


She laughs alongside her mother during a horror film while I'm 
the one to sit squished between them. They're crazy brave, and I'm 
incredibly proud of them. So that's where my daughter shows the 
trait of her mother. 


Ella loves her brother Lisian too. We visit him and my parents 
every month where she spends an hour talking showing them her 
paintings and gifts them their favorite flowers. White for her 
grandparents. Orange for her big brother. I'm sure they love her as 
much and watch over her always. 


I miss my son sometimes end up crying after a drink, imagining 
how he'd look like a big boy and all the things he would've been 
doing only if he were here but Jennie is always there with me 
comforting embrace. She misses him too and I can see it in her eyes 
when she expresses her love for him. 


Well, my six years of being married to Jennie have indeed been 
the happiest days of my life. We've grown a lot, individually as well 
as together, and we've made progress professionally too. I've 
painted a hundred portraits of her and our daughter, and she has 
been collecting them like her treasure. I know her inside out, so 
does she know me the same way and we're planting more flowers in 
the garden of love with every passing year. 


Sometimes on looking back, I wonder where we'd have been if we 
hadn't met as kids or at the nightclub. That thought shudders me 
each time because we're saved from the parlous fate we could've 
had without our paths crossing. 


Thus, I'm grateful to life for bringing her to me as well as for 
everything good that has ever touched me. Also have stopped 
overthinking about all that could've been avoided and everything 
bad that broke me. So does she exercises those two ethics. 


"It's a boy," Jennie says, looking up from her phone. Her smile is 


no rare sight anymore. 


"Wow." Bambam and Diana have given birth to their second son 
and I can't wait to see my godchild. 


"Leo and Lily are coming home to see him." 


"Good. My trip to England is saved." 


Leo and Lily are studying in one of the best universities abroad. 
Leo an astronomy major while Lily a business major I can't wait to 
see them fulfill their dreams one day, though I'm already very 
proud of their academic achievements. 


Jennie kittenishly scoots closer on the bench, lacing her fingers 
with mine. "Can't believe we came here for our honeymoon years 
ago," she sighs, resting her head over my shoulder and glancing at 
our angel Ella. 


Ella chortles euphoniously as she twirls under the cherry blossom 
tree with her tiny arms stretched out sideways. The fragile pink 
petals rain over her as if the tree is worshipping its little goddess. 


"Mmhm, makes the two of us." I sigh, putting my arm around her 
neck. 


We've been coming to this cherry blossom park every year since 


our sex drive of a honeymoon. 


And that's how our beloved Ella came into our lives. 


"Lisa Love, can we please have another baby?" She coos, staring 
down at our wedding rings. 


A chuckle bubbles out of my throat. "Just say you want me to 
make love to you from dusk till dawn." 


She tilts her head over my shoulder and raises her brows. "Do you 
think I'm addicted to you making love to me?" 


"Absolutely." 


She pouts adorably. 


My smirk pops in. "But I have no complaints to make love to my 
wife." 


Her lips curve up. "That's like my wife," She pats my chest. 


I kiss her forehead. She blushes. 


"Mommy! Dada!" Ella runs over to our bench and hands us a soft 
pink petal. "This is for you." 


"Aw, a gift! Thanks." Jennie smiles and pecks her cheek. "I love 
you, Ella." 


"I love you, Mommy." Ella beams, pecking Jennie's chin. 


"Can Dada get a kiss too?" I pout, leaning forward. 


Ella giggles, tiptoeing to peck my cheek. "I love you too, Dada. 
Can we go on a boat ride? Pleaseee." She makes that famous puppy 
face. 


"I love you, My Muse." I kiss Jennie's forehead and stand up from 
the bench. "Let's go on a boat ride." 


Ella holds my hand and stretches out her small one for her 
mother. "Mommy, pleaseee? Just five rides!" 


Jennie is easily defeated by our daughter's sparkling blue eyes. 
"Yes, Boss." She grabs her sling bag from the bench and rises to her 
feet, accepting her daughter's hand. 


Ella grins toothily as we head out for the boat ride, swinging our 
arms and singing her favorite song Do You Want To Build A 
Snowman. 


"Mommy, can we swim in the water?" 


"No, Baby. Do not try that." 


"Okay mom, Dada, I met a kind boy a while ago and he gave me 


a pink leaf. It's in my backpack." 


"Baby I'm interested. Tell me more on our boat ride." 


"Yep! It's a long story." 


KA 


Dropping by @ 


This post remind me Jennie's Sun tattoo... 
w 


Dropping by again @ 


LISA's Ig Story reminds me that she is Jennie's moon @ A 
My Godness!! © 


MOON A 


LISA is really the MOON, look at her she brought home the VMA 
MOON PERSON!! @ 


